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Struergling in dark eclipse, and shooting day 
On either side of the black oxb that veiled it ! 

Drtdbn. 

Quid non potest simulata religio ? 

Ebasxvs. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

ST. JULIAN-OF-IHE-FILGSIMS. 

Teiq moment Henry had pronounced his 
decision in the conflict between the monks and 
the visitor, the latter retired from the scene of 
action . And Gardiner, for once, reported truly, 
that he proceeded into the sanctuary ; but not 
truly in the motives he assigned for his retire- 
ment thither. Roodsperc's principal object was 
to avoid the reproaches and remonstrances, 
or, very possibly, violent interference of 
Wolsey in causing his removal from an arena 
which he was determined on no account to 
quit. Every feeling of the man and of the 
theologian was roused in Eoodspere's breast 
to a contrary effect. And although well aware 
that his rash utterance must have completed 
his ruin in Wolsey's favour, and that the 
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most formidable charge that could be made 
against a man in those days — above all, against 
a clergyman — was set in motion, with con- 
summate skill and power, to crush him, he 
was resolved to abide the hazard. The spec- 
tacle of the maddening remorse of Bilney in 
his apostasy, and of the tranquillity he had 
regained in his resolution to return to the 
profession he had abandoned, might suffi- 
ciently have warned him to keep steady in his 
course. But a feeling mightier than even the 
enthusiasm of his convictions would alone 
have sufficed to determine Eoodspere on it. 
The object of the pure but inconceivably pas- 
sionate love that had become the master-motive 
of his existence, was evidently again con- 
signed to the dominion of the subtle and 
remorseless monk whose motives there was 
so much reason to suspect and dread. It 
could not be doubted that Sancgraal would be 
enabled, by the queen's favour, to resume his 
old position and influence with Lily- Virgin. 
And Roodspere trembled when he called to 
mind how potent was the empire formerly 
established by him in that credulous and 
innocent mind ! And he knew that, however 
assiduously he had laboured at their extirpa- 
tion, the superstitions Sancgraal cultivated in 
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it, from its earliest dawn, still shadowed the 
spirit of Lily- Virgin in the sunniest openings 
he had himself efifected. The terrors and 
remorse she continued to suffer even while 
sharing his love, and becoming the convert of 
his opinions, sufficiently attested the fact. 
Nay, it was not at all certain how she might 
regard the information, certain now to reach 
her, from the most venerated lips, that his 
teachings were false and heretical ! He had 
ever represented them to her in their con- 
sonance with the oracles of the Gospel, but 
had not ventured to expound also that they 
were in opposition to the received orthodoxy ! 
It had. therefore become the primal object 
of Roodspere — and self-preservation rendered 
it also necessary — ^to destroy Sancgraal's 
empire, by a full exposure of his licentious, 
and in all other respects detestable and 
dangerous character. Dan Gloria's apparently 
reckless approach to a revelation of her sex-— 
the public outrage and insult she had received — 
working in so inflammably-fraught a spirit — 
rendered it now very possible, he thought, 
that she would lend her aid in the task, if 
personally assured of safety and pardon. He 
still shrunk, indeed, with an inexplicable 
sentiment, from any attempt to foita a coa- 
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lescence with so depraved and dangerous an 
enigma, whose manner towards himself, in 
spite of his own almost virginal purity of 
ideas, and modesty of demeanour, had long 
almost equally excited his fears and disgust. 
But, supported by Cromwel, and the visible 
favour of a lady whose potency with the royal 
judge, however founded, could not be doubted, 
Roodspere resolved to bring forward all he 
knew or suspected in the relations between 
the prior and his vietim, and challenge dis- 
proof before that public tribunal to which 
himself and his adversaries were alike rele^ 
gated. Meanwhile it was obviously in the 
last' degree impolitic to furnish the monks 
With any more weapons against himself; and 
his warm affection for Bilney made him gladly 
avail himself of an argument he knew would 
be most powerful with him, to sway him from 
the rash and premature development of his 
purposes in counteracting the ill effect of his 
former tergiversation. 

With the intention of seeking him, and 
divulging his wishes in this respect, Koodspere 
entered the Sanctuary, passing under the 
massive archway of the Gatehouse through 
" Jonah's Jaws." But it was not for the first 
time he had threaded the mazes of the 
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Gehenna of Westminster. Hell Valley, 
Tophet, Paradisus Stultorum, the Ambry- 
haunts of every species of crime, disease, 
and misery — ^had been frequently traversed 
by him. But with far different purposes from 
those that usually escorted even the depraved 
ecclesiastics of the age into their murky 
depths ! As a physician attaches himself to 
the worst symptom of a disorder first, so had 
Roodspere applied his earliest efforts, his 
sharpest corrosives, and keenest strokes 
of the knife, to this nigh incurable moral 
cancer, while in the abbey-schools he en- 
deavoured to open new courses for a pure 
and revitalizing blood ! In the Sanctuary he 
believed that he beheld the full rankness and 
hemlock-flowering of the monastic system, 
founded on the dogmas of purchaseable 
pardon — on absolutions which set not loose 
from sin, but to sin. As it were a missionary 
among wild tribes, he set up the white 
standard of the cross in this reeking waste, 
and with its *' Excelsior" mottoed in all his 
utterances, gradually produced a marked and 
marvellous effect. More especially as, in 
adherence to their profoundly devised plan, 
the monks offered no visible obstruction to his 
efforts even in this capital of their dominion. 

B 2 
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But they followed him with assiduous spies, 
under various crafty disguises, taking dan- 
gerous note of all ha said and did — who 
Reported that he denied the merits of the 
saints, and preached pardon through Christ 
only ! Perhaps they were not without hopes 
to detect or lure him into the practice of the 
yices which themselves knew too well infected 
the whole corrupt system of clerical disci- 
pline. But the most shameless women of the 
Ambry learned at last to abase their roving 
eyes in Roodspere's presence, and the 
gamesters and profligates of the Paradisus 
and Tophet threw their dice into corners, and 
ceased their drunken revels, as he passed. 
Roodspere's spirit had the infrangible solidity 
with the pellucid brightness of the diamond. 

He was thus enabled to give Bilney some 
useful general directions in taking the refuge 
offered by this city of sin. But he had never 
himself been in what might be called its palace- 
royal, the hostel of St. Julian of the Pilgrims, 
where ,Cromwel recommended Bilney to take 
up his abode. He won his assent by dex- 
terously representing how fine a shoal the 
affluence of superstitious pilgrims at this sea- 
son offered to his spiritual nets. His real 
purpose was to disgust Bilney as quickly as 
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possible of the sojourn^ find so daring a 
diallenge to observation he considered the 
surest method of avoiding it. Regard for his 
beloved pupiVs safety would, he thought, 
preserve Bilney from any very overt act of 
imprudence, in such society. 

St. Julian-of- the-Pilgrms was an inn origin- 
ally founded by the wealthy abbey it belonged 
to as a place of free resort for the numerous 
devotees of St. Edward, whom they speedily 
found it inconvenient to lodge on their own 
premises. Its use was at first restricted alto- 
gether to these persons, who were not only 
lodged but supplied with food and other 
ministrations, gratis, during a whole week, 
which was considered a proper devotional 
period. The oblations of the pilgrims at the 
shrine amply covered the expenses of this hos- 
pitality, during several ages, and preserved the 
building for such uses the like period. But 
the failing devotion of latter times, and the 
corruption that had overtaken all things mo- 
nastic, by degrees transmuted St. Julian-of- 
the-Pilgrims into something scarcely to be 
defined from a common tavern or hostel, 
saving that it enjoyed the exclusive patronage 
of the monks, and was still supposed to fur- 
nish them with a portion of their revenues. 
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What became of those piously affixed to the 
original foundation, was, under Treasurer Gis- 
lebert's administration, matter only of surmise. 
The keeper, degenerated from a hospitable 
frater into an extortionate inn-keeper, and 
who flourished in an extremely bad odour by 
the name of Rogue-the-Rogue Solomon, was 
belieyed to account to him only for the profits 
of the benefice. For benefice it was, and at 
one time conjoined the office of chaplain to its 
duties of steward. But it was now held by 
one who was stated to be a convert from 
Judaism, eff*ected by Prior Sancgraal in his 
devote youth, and who — if it had ever been 
a house of prayer — had now changed St. Ju- 
lian's literally into a den of thieves. 

Roodspere was aware of the evil repute of 
this place; but he found reality exceeded 
anticipation. It was a very extensive build- 
ing, and once upon a time necessarily so ; but 
even where not assailed, the popular super- 
stitions were dying out in the new dayspring, 
like earth-flames in the sun! Consequently 
the lodgings running round the extensive court- 
yard which the hostel enclosed in the shape 
of a parallelogram, were principally leased out 
in sluttish tenements ; and St. Julian's proper 
was confined to the building, at the end opposite 
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the entrance, and one or two upper corridors, 
opening on the yard in galleries. A large hiA, 
learnedly styled the xenodochium, profanely, 
Cihorium Laironum, was the principal chain* 
ber of the hospice ; and entering at its broad 
and ever- open porch, Roodspere found himself 
in the midst of an extraordinary assemblage of 
both seies, engaged in feasting, swearings 
laughing, singing, dicing, and other congenial 
diversions. These guests, among whom he 
discerned several monks' gowns — were waited 
upon by a number of boys and grown-up ser- 
vitors, who mocked the tattered cast-off garbs 
of acolytes and vergers by wearing them. In 
the midst of the uproar and merriment, at the 
head of the principal table, under a canopy 
that in like manner burlesqued a dais of 
honour — king of the saturnalia by right of his 
high birth and relationship to the prior, but 
more so by the stormy ascendancy of his cha* 
racter — sate the" Lord Bigod. Everything 
around bore traces of the rude wassail and 
disorder ; and even so unlikely a cause as an 
harangue from Bilney seemed only to furnish 
matter for uproarious, drunken laughter, and 
amusement to this noble chief of the Sanctuary 
and his satellites. With much pain, Rood- 
spere ascertained that Bilney was addressing 
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this wild crew, in warm and disordered accents 
—but with more surprise, that his discourse 
was interrupted only by this vociferous mer- 
riment and applause. 

Ho listened for a moment and heard his 
words. " Yea, sirs, I say, prove it me ! prove 
that Christ ever wore shoes of silver and gilt, 
or set with pearls and precious stones ; or that 
Christ ever had two crosses of silver, twelve 
axes, and a pillar of silver, parcel-gilt, borne 
before him !— or that ever he rode a mule trap- 
ped with cloth of gold !'' 

** No, no, and therefore the cardinal is Anti- 
Christ, I say, as thou maintainest ! And here 
comes another of us — ^the strangest rat of us 
all, if he is his father's son !" shouted the 
Lord Bigod» suddenly espying Koodspere. 
**A health, a health, my lads! but ye must 
drink it in such liquor as ye can get at your 
own cost, lor I am starred at my brother^s 
•zpense, and not at mine own honourable 
liberality here! This is he who will help us 
to ding down their old houses about their ears 
though he make an earthquake in his own 
cupboard withal ! Heard ye his sermon, sirs ? 
By I^i's youngest daughter^ who was the fairest 
w^Nach ey« eT>»r saw, saving Mistress MaUdn 
yond»! htwiQ«HiokftthftWHiks''kiTeslQrtlieM, 
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and we shall share the honey among us yet, like 
the League of Smalcald ! I will have my share 
of Westminster yet, and Dan Devil*8-foot, my 
brother, shall be glad to pay me in ransom thrice 
the beggarly three thousand bezants I asked 
of him, to redeem my land from the crucifying 
Jews ! — I mean thee no offence, old Rogue-the- 
Rogue ! — thou art a Christian now, thou wot- 
test ! — Turn me thine other cheek ! — All, all ! 
There shall be a merry world again in England, 
my masters, and as many cracked coins as there 
are shaven crowns ! It was after thy sermon, 
thou unmatched clerk, that Sir John Russell 
whispered me he would rather have the Con- 
vent Garden to his share than the best manor 
in the king's gift ! Why should he whisper 
me that ? I say it to St. Edward's beard, were 
there half a dozen good fellows here of my 
mind, we would sack the Abbey this very day — 
melt all their pixes and crucifixes into jolly 
ducats — lay hands on old throttling Qislebert's 
treasures, that must else to Rome to quarrel 
with the Cardinal's — and spend all like honest 
men and soldiers !" 

" So say I ! — here am I to make two of a 
mind. Bully Bigod ! — an you lack but a good 
soldier!" stammered a huge, drunken repro- 
brate, in a tarnished military garb, exactly 
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answering to the fallen noble's former descrip- 
tion of " the big swearing deserter of the 
wars," who had cheated him of some money 
in gambling. But the whole wild oration was 
received with such rapturous applause that Bigod 
yelled frantically to the assemblage, they would 
make Clerk Roodspere their leader, and ad- 
vance at once to the assault. But as Rocd- 
spere at once and peremptorily declined this 
extraordinary honour, the baron swore at least 
he would drink his health, and confusion to 
the monks his enemies. He accordingly 
snatched a goblet from before the deserter — who, 
by no means anticipating that great loss, could 
not interfere to prevent it, if indeed his boasted 
courage would not also have failed him — and 
draining the draught to the dregs, he fell in- 
sensibly drunk on the floor. Roodspere 
-availed himself of the confusion caused by this 
incident to request Bilney's private attention ; 
and the latter apologising somewhat ashamedly 
for the rashness of his zeal, led Roodspere to 
an apartment it appeared he had secured as 
a solitary tenement at a considerable mulct of 
the emoluments of Solomon Rogue-the-Rogue. 
It was the last cell in a long ruinous dortour 
CMT dormitory, which was tenanted by no other 
guest, and it was furnished with some degree 
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of comfort and conyenience, consideriDg the 
place and time. The desolation of this lodg- 
ing recommended it to the Reformer even on 
a moral score, a3 evidence of the decline of 
the superstitious belief in the efGlcacy of pil- 
grimages. 

A long conversation between Bilney and 
his heroic disciple completely connected the 
broken links of their respective stories. Rood- 
spere related all his sufferings and adventures, 
from the hour they parted in Cambridge to the 
eventful crisis just encountered, including his 
passion for Lily-Virgin, and its disastrous 
results. Bilney was deeply moved by all he 
heard, and acquiesced with extreme readiness 
in Roodspere's reasons and entreaties for de- 
sisting, awhile at least, from his project of 
openly recanting his recantation. He pro- 
mised to abide the issue of this entangled 
affair before proceeding on any action of his 
own, eagerly adopting Roodspere's view of the 
good results that might ensue from Anne 
Boleyn's interference. And this was the first 
occasion that name quitted the glittering at- 
mosphere of courts, to enter the discussions 
of theologians. On his side, Bilney had 
not much news to tell; things were little 
changed at Cambridge, only the suspi- 

VOL, 111. c 
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moment when the little jailer, Mug wort, was 
about to bar the postern for the night. 
He observed that Mug wort civilly awaited his 
approach, and he had frequently noticed him 
among his auditory in the Sanctuary. But he 
had no notion he had secured a friend and ally 
.in so imlikely a personage. This proved to 
be the case. "I had rather have turned the 
key on you that tide of the hedge, master 
visitor !" he observed, in an emphatic whisper, 
,a8 Koodspere passed. " I do hope, natheless, 
your reverend honour is not going home again 
among the monks — for methinks until Mar- 
chant Hunne's hangman is hanged, there is 
no safe sleeping o' nights under their displea- 
sure, within cockcrow of St. Peter's here 1" 

" You have not forgiven Dr. Martin's defeat 
as yet, I find!" replied Roodspere, with a 
' smile. 

'* He is well avenged to-day ! The king 
has trampled §t. Dominic into a feather 
pancake !" replied the jailer, who, himself 
taking great interest in the subject, readily 
.communicated all that he had been enabled 
to gather concerning the royal cock-fight in 
the cloisters. Of course the motives of the 
^ extraordinary scene were by no means ap- 
parent to Mugwort, or to any other unin- 
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formed reporter of a result which had its 
springs in the deepest machinery of state 
policy and court intrigue. Roodspere himself 
could discern only so much as gave him the 
greatest perplexity, as well as diminished his 
confidence in the value of Anne Boleyn's 
kindness to himself. But he endeavoured to 
thank the jailor for his tidings as if they 
included nothing extraordinary, and wished 
him good night. Nevertheless, Mugwort, 
an acute though altogether untaught man, 
perceived something unusual in his manner. 
" So he it, my master ! But come whenever 
you will, hy day or by night, if you call to 
me with the wood-pigeon's note, I will let 
you into the Sanctuary, unbeknown to my 
wife ! Prior Sancgraal, when he was a 
younger man, taught me the trick; but he 
imitated the raven's croak, and to a marvel ! 
Heaven knows, I have let him in and out 
oftener than old Qislebert ever guessed, and 
in strange company too! I was to blame 
in that belike, and would balance it with a 
better deed ! And, sir, you may trust in me . 
Though I stood at the bar for Hunne's 
murther — were all saddles on their proper 
horses — I was only guilty of making the stara 
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dance with Friar Gildas, in St. Julian's, that 
night!" 

"What are thou broaching there, sour 
barrel of lies ?" cried a voice from a barred 
upper window at this momtnt— the dread 
voice of Long Meg of Westminster ! Luckily 
the grating prevented her from looking per- 
pendicularly down to where they stood. 

" Coming, sweetheart, coming ! It is your 
gossip and I lamenting over St. Dominic's 
doom I— Come when you will, I say, master 
visitor, I will admit you into the Sanctuary ! 
The monks, for their own sakes, will not 
dare to touch you there ; and if they would, 
the Sanctuary men will 'suffer none of their- 
privileges to be molested! The pigeon's 
note, as thus, coo, coo, coo, shall waken me 
at any hour.— I sleep in the ground chamber 
within !" — were the hurried words with which 
the husband of Long Meg concluded his 
friendly advice. 
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CHAPTEB XXVI. 
XHB GBEAT C|J0I8TBB. 

There n'is, I wis, no serpent so cruel, 
When man treadeth on his tail, ne half so fell, 
M woman is when she^ hath caught an ire ; 
Yeray rengeance is then all her desire. 

Chauceb. 

l^ODSPBBE WjBS ple£^sed and grateful to find 
himself not so absolutely destitute of alliance 
and aid in the Abbey as he had imagined, for, 
after the events of thQ morning, even Quod^ 
Tultdeus gave him the cold shoulder. Yet he 
had no apprehensions regarding his personal 
safety* To repeat the tragedy of Hunne, if in 
reality one of secret slaughter,, would be too 
hazardous a venture. His blood, it was cer- 
tain, would be too peremptorily demanded to 
make the adoption of any such homicidal 
expedient likely among men so craftily 
governed, though so violently exasperated. It 
was also probable the monks imagined he had 
taken refuge in the Sanctuary. It was now 
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night, and tbough the fnoon was patticularly 
brilliant, no one appeared in sight who could 
be supposed to watch his moyements. The; 
monks and theii; satellites seemed absorbed in 
the great feast with which they usually cele- 
brated the close of their patron's saintday. 
The passage leading to Roodspere's apart- 
ment descended to the cloisters, and was easily 
reached. He had himself adopted, for special 
reasons, the^ Benedictine rule he enforced 
among the monks, of keeping his own chamber 
in order, and permittii:^ no visitation in it. 
He alio kept it locked, and had the key with 
him. It was easy for him therefore to fulfil 
his intention, and resort to his usual resting- 
place, without exciting notice. 

The deserted condition of the Qreat 
Cloister, the glare of lights in the Refectory, 
and the sounds of joyous revelry that saluted 
kim thence as he crossed to his wonted en« 
trance, satisfied him that the monks were 
ke^ng their orgy with customary festivity. 
The rebuff sustained by their visitor was not 
sufficiently decisive to authorise more, but it 
seemed to Roodspere that either they imagined 
he had tak«n flight, or that they did not suffi- 
dently appreciate the perplexity and danger 
of their prior's position. Sancgraal himself 
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seemed a g«od deal of the latter opinion, as 
Eoodspere thought when, prompted by a 
secret incentive that was not mere cariosity, 
he ventured to take a survey of the scene 
through one of the broad windows on the 
Cloister. The monks were joining in a vocife- 
rous bacchanalian chorus, all standing, and 
wreathed hand in hand, goblet to goblet — 
while the prior, reclining in his exalted chair, 
sate evidently insensible to the joyous uproar 
around him, wrapped, like a black pine in the 
bright sunshine, in his own sombre entity. 

But Eoodspere was well pleased to find his 
rival remained in the abbey : and he hastened 
with, a lighter heart to his chamber. There 
was neither fire nor candle in it, and as the 
moon was clouded at the moment he entered, 
all was dark and sufficiently dreary. This 
gloomy aspect of things perhaps made him, 
for the moment, regret that, according to 
monastic custom, for purposes of supervision, 
the door of his chamber could only be secured 
on the exterior. But he entered without 
much hesitation or misgiving on that score; 
and approached his lattice to open it and let in 
the fresh air, for there was a strange and very 
strong odour of flowers in the chamber. 
Whilst thus engaged, it must.be confessed 
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Roodspere's heart stood still with an emotion 
of terror when he suddenly distinguished a 
rustling sound in the direction of the huge 
bed, whose downy appliances he had displaced 
for a mattress of straw. He turned, with a 
deadly sentiment of dread, towards the sound, 
which resemUed the movement of an animal 
in its lair ; and simultaneously the moonlight, 
breaking through a cloud, and piercing the 
matted ivy before the now open lattice, re- 
vealed — kneeling in abject humility at his feet 
— 4he prsecentor, Dan Gloria'in-E3(celsiB ! 
With the same glance of light and recollec- 
tion, Roodspere discerned that this fatal non- 
descript was still in the courtesan disarray she 
had presented herself in to the plaudits of the 
Westminster mob, and the unmanly fury of 
her paramour. It was the flowers and essences 
she was still decked with that diffused the 
enervating perfume he had inhaled. And it 
seemed to his startled — nay, his affrighted 
gaze — that those robes were still more loosely 
and disorderedly cast about her — perhaps with 
the haste and terror of flight. But in the 
eyes, whose wildly glowing gaze was now up- 
reared to his, he could only hope he discerned 
that vinous delirium which, among other 
offences, Prior Sancgraal had confidentially 
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infonned him, the choirmaster too frequently 
indulged in. 

" What is this, master prsecentor ? What 
do you here, and in this shameful— or rather 
shameless — disguise ?" he exclaimed, after an 
amazed pause of several moments. 

" It is no disguise, it is my proper garb ! 
Master Boodspere, I am a woman ; a woman, 
and a woeful suppliant and fugitive to your 
jnercy and protection !" replied Dan Gloria, in 
the most lowly tones to which entreaty could 
possibly reduce a voice so gorgeously harmo- 
nized ; and observing that Boodspere retreated 
several steps, she continued with sudden bitter- 
ness and animation, *^ What amazes you there^ 
in, master visitor ? Is my shadow blackened 
by the revelation of this truth ? I am a wo- 
man — an evil one it may be — ^but yet more 
miserable — miserable as heart can shape ! 
A woman, and at your feet imploring mercy 
and protection ! — Priest as you are, you 
ar6 yet a man, and can you refuse them to one 
who is else abandoned by heaven and earth 
alike ?" 

** What if your wicked lord, or some of his 
as evil myrmidons detect you here^— at this hour, 
in a secrecy and retirement I have ever for- 
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bidden to you ?*' returned Roodspere, rallying 
after another protracted and agitated pause. 

*' We can away with that fear ! — ^and have you 
lived in a monastery even but so long, and 
know not how to secure a latch ?" returned 
Dan Gloria, and rising with strange vivacity, 
she stepped hurriedly to the door, and fastened 
it with a wooden peg it almost seemed she 
had brought with her for the purpose. Rood- 
spere gazed on during this brief operation 
in confused and bewildered surprise ; and he 
had scarcely at all recovered from the paroxysm, 
when the too real actress in the interlude of the 
" Devil's Apples," returned. 

" Why do you gaze at me so strangely ? Of 
is it indeed true, master visitor, that you have 
never yet suspected my woful secret ?" con- 
tinued Dan Gloria, interrupting the silence, 
her eyes glittering and gleaming in the moon- 
light with a strange whirl of excited passions. 
The former cause of complaint was at least 
removed, for Roodspere turned with disgust' 
and horror from the glow of the eddying flames 
in those wontedly too wildly brilliant orbs. 

" Mad woman ! — since you disgrace your sex 
by avowing yourself one ! — what would you 
with me at this hour ? Speak, and begone from 
my presence for ever !*' said Roodspere. 
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** Be not angry with me, dearest Raphael ! 
— ^master visitor, I would say ! If I am nought 
else to you, I am the enemy of your enemy I — 
of the brutish monk who smote me before all 
men's eyes — who is even now seeking me to my 
perdition, and who — ^but that it is impossible he 
should dream I am here — had dragged me forth 
ere now to the slaughter ! " replied Dan 
Gloria. 

" And how came you here ? Are there false 
keys to my chamber ? And what hoped you 
else, maddening your dire master with the re- 
velation you now so unblenchingly confirm?" 
said Eoodspere. 

"Alas,alas! Imight no longer endure my shame 
of shames! — The revelation was meant for one 
alone . . . But the strong wine I drained to give 
me courage to defy his crafty ordinances, played 
me false ! Or rather I was drunk with wrongs, 
and I dreamed that if you knew me to be who I 
am, you would, you might, — at least you would 
no longer look upon me with abhorrence! With 
some pity, some compassion, holy clerk, I 
thought it yet might be !" 

" The purple madness works still within 
you !" replied Roodspere, shrinking from the 
wretched woman's supplicating gesture. " You 
must not tarry here ! What protection I can 



THE DA.YS OF THE REFOSMi.TION. 25 

yet afford from the brutal violence of your 
paramour shall be yours — but much more, if 
you will aid me in his open detection and 
punishment ! Your own pardon and remission 
I dare well promise you — and what else can 
you demand or require ?*' 

" My pardon ? Heaven's pardon from your 
blessed lips, I could indeed receive with assur- 
ance ! Do you promise me that ?'' returned 
the chorister, with wild eagerness. 

"The pardon whereof 1 speak is of this 
world ; the pardon of Him the most offended 
of all, you can only obtain for yourself !** re- 
plied Eoodspere. 

" Ay, there it is again !" said Dan Gloria, in 
impassioned accents of disappointment. " But 
look to it, fair clerk ! What lesson of despair 
is this thou teachest ? Since only earth is ours, 
let it be ours indeed ! Let us revel out exist- 
ence like the rich wine-dream it is, or may be 
made ; and, letting the future care for itself, 
have only thought how best to enjoy the 
now !" 

" This doctrine have I not taught you. Hea- 
ven forbid !*' replied Roodspere, sternly. ** It 
offends my ears almost as much as your in- 
decent array mine eyes. Leave my presence 
now, and never again return to it, until you have 

TOL. III. D 
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changed both to a fitting sobriety and holi^ 
resolve. Until you come prepared to make 
what little reparation you can, to all men'ft 
offended sights and sense, by resuming the garb 
and decency of your sex, and visiting on him 
who deprived you of both the just punishment 
of his crimes !" 

*^ I come prepared to do so ; *tis therefore I 
am here. This is a woman's garb, I trow ! and 
I trust my purposes and discourse are of a wo- 
manish folly to content expectation on all 
4Bcores," returned Dan Gloria, with a dark 
flush. " What would you more ? I am at your 
devotion wholly here ! I know that myself 
have none other hope or resource ; but without 
my guidance you must also perish, whose safety 
infinitely more I desire. I am ready to unmask 
this pretended saint ; to disclose to all the 
world how, under pretence of conversion, by 
the use of a wizard eloquence he hath, he lured 
me to follow him, as I imagined, to salvation 
and redemption, even from revellous Venice 
hither. All I have seen and know of him 
and his fellow-satyrs'' doings here — ^his in- 
finite hypocrisy ! — old Gislebert's embezzle- 
ment, with his connivance, of the abbey's 
incomings, and where they have hidden 
*^eir iU.got treasure; his secret correspond- 
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ence and collusion with the Jew who keeps 
the robber's den in the Sanctuary, called St. 
Julian's hostel ; the share he takes in the bloody 
gains of its assassins ; his pretended fasts in 
the hermitage, where oft he and I have revelled 
out the day in such like feasts as church princes 
give one another in Italy. All this I will con- 
fess ! — and is there not enow therein to keep the 
whale's jaws aghast from swallowing the pro- 
phet that is else to be cast to appease the 
raging surges that we hear around ?" 

"Nay, but you must confess more— the 
whole! These, though enormities, are but 
a part of the truth !" replied Roodspere. 

" Ay, to you, most dear confessor ! and thus 
—at your feet!" returned Dan Gloria; and 
Roodspere averted his eyes with an emotion 
of horror, rather than of any other sentiment, 
from the display of wanton and luxurious 
charms, revealed by the very humility of the 
attitude into which the impassioned and dan- 
gerous suppliant now cast herself. " But 
what need that I should say the words ? If 
it be a sin to love. Miserere Domine !— for 
never woman loved as I have loved — so long 
in silence too ! — nay, as I love still, and must 
for ever ! — and, Raphael, bright archangel of 
goodness, thee I" 
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mour himself to bear witness how I loathe 
and spurn the allurements that made him a 
murtheroua adulterer, and yourself his ac- 
complice, murtherous wife of Richard Hunne !" 
These were the terrible words of Roodspere^i 
reply. 

Dan Gloria started on her feet as that dread 
name, associated with such a world of guilty 
memories, was pronounced— and stood for 
several minutes a petrification of fear and 
surprise. 

" The wife — the murtherese— of Richard 
Hunne!'' she gasped at last. '* What deyil 
has betrayed me unto him ?" 

"Thyself — and even now! It was bat 
conjecture until now ; but Cromwel ever, 
from your first meeting, recognised you as the 
debased Dalilah of the German siege in 
Rome. The rest of your story pieces all too 
well !" returned Roodspere. 

"The wife — the murtheress — of Richard 
Hunne-— the Dalilah of the Roman camp! 
And knowing this so long ^— from the first 
believing me to be what I am — didst thou 
spurn, despise, drive me from thy presence V^ 
said Dan Gloria, with an expression of truly 
fiendish despair and rage, mingled with in- 
credulity. 

d2 
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*« From the first — exer ! — ^I doubted not 
that 70U were a woman, abandoned of aH 
decency and goodness — the accomplice of a 
wretch, who crowns infinite crimes with 
the worst, and it a murtherer l" replied 
Roodspere. 

^^ It is false I there is no manner of tmth 
in it! The stem old man, who was eTer 
angry and impatient if a straw were in bis 
way, took thought and slew himself !" she re- 
turned with frantic Tehemence. 

*^ Were it eTen so» they who drore him to 
despair and suicide are as much his mur- 
derers as if they had tightened the nooM 
that strangled him,'^ said Boodspere. ^Anchor 
not thy soul upon that rottm reef ! it is of 
unstable glistening sea-spar only ! — And 
now you know my Noughts faEy, go and plot 
with him my destructicA also V' 

*' No, Koodspere, no 1 If exen I would, 
1 know well what only I can expect from the 
tiger mood in which he now rages for my 
destruction ! I ^aw him from my hiding-place 
in the church, search erery nook and cranny — 
as he deemed--hottrs after he musthaTe thought 
hij search in rainl and there was that in his 
eye which—yes^ it may weU be, Humte was 
murther^l It was eTea with sudi a look 
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he left me on that night ! But, howsoever, 
it were ... I am past shame, or should be, 
methinks — and I tell thee, once more, I love 
thee, Raphael, a thousand-fold more 1j;ian I 
can speak -— even more than I hate thine 
enemy — and to infinitude, beyond even the 
apprehension of the pale snow-girl thou hast 
so long striven in vain to warm with love into 
humanity ! Ha ! do you start now ? Sir 
priest, you may hence discern that I know 
you are no better than the rest of us ! 
Remember your last meeting in the bower of 
the old oak, where you played the ancient 
serpent full as well as any Sancgraal of them 
all !" 

" I deny it most utterly ! I lured no man's 
wife to sin : I wooed a beautiful and inno- 
cent maiden to be mine, by the holiest ties !'' 
said Roodspere, with vehemence, though he 
certainly was greatly startled. " And so this 
also is known? — to you only, or to all my 
foes r 

'* To Sancgraal, be assured ! And the 
knowledge drove him on measures which 
have for ever placed Lily- Virgin out of your 
reach, and in his own absolute power and 
disposal ! What that means, I am here to tell 
you, if you doubt !" continued Dan Gloria, 
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** Do what thou wilt, for the love of truth— 
for the love of thine own salvation — ^but not 
for the love of me !" exclaimed Roodspere, in 
reply. " There needed but this treason to 
your treachery itself, to complete the measure 
of your crimes, arid of my abhorrence ! I 
will enter into no terms, of whatsoever sort, 
with you." 

"Judge then, what cause I have to keep 
faithful falsehood with this man !" returned 
Dan Gloria, speaking with extraordinary velo- 
city, and yet with the most perfect distinct- 
ness. ** You have sobered me, master clerk, 
I am neither raving nor ebriac now — and I 
will tell yon truly what claims upon my loving 
fidelity this man hath ! Yet, how can I make 
it clear to a holy priest, who woos only to 
wed ! — how the monk lured me, step by step, 
from the shallows into the depths — from the 
depths into the abyss ! — I was the wife of an 
old and harsh man, who filled my soul with 
religious doubts and dismay. I sought for 
comfort and counsel at the feet of one, whom 
all men deemed, myself the most, a saint of 
God, replenished with spiritual wisdom as 
amply as the sun with light. He was a wizard 
surely, and trammelled me with spells. I 
loved him not— I never loved him! And 
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rarely be was of as fcenome a fbna ae liie 
aeipent that bad the like posing toBgue of 
oU. How then did be wia me ? We fall 
horn sQcb precipices slowly, yet becd not Ike 
gliding course of the descent ! for I waa not 
so easily won as percbanre yoa deem, master 
visitor ! I bad my sonl^s whiteness to loae, 
then, which now is as a scrirener's blotting- 
paper — and temptation wooed me not them in 
a shape of light I By soggestion and prompt- 
ing he won from me the secret of my trouble-* 
of my husband's heresies: thencef(»tb, we 
were both in bis power. Let be, let be ! it 
were too tedious a tale to relate by what arti- 
fices I was won to goilt! But bow the 
raTcning jealous fire is kindled and glows i& 
the heart, I ^baTe bat too well learned ! and 
Honne, my bosband, jealousied, donbtleaa, of 
me. Alack, not without a cause ! 

•*No more of that I — ^An infant bud of bope 
and innocence was giTcn to me ; and tbat 
affluence of a most pure and holy joy did nigk 
restoie me to the peace I had deemed for eTcr 
lost. But Sancgraal would not baxe it sol 
He felt, or feigned, sucb loTe and fond banker- 
mgs after my child, that at Ust tidings thereof 
came to Marchant Hunne-to this hour I wot 
■otwellhow! Bidtbenumkbutdeemit 
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was tbe^ talisman that bound me to his guilty 
loye, or can Sancgraal, too, cherish in liis 
stony breast some well of natural sentiment ? 
But ever be would have me bring my sweet 
babe to his arms ; and, yes, I have seen his 
tears descend like a gentle dew upon its sleep- 
ing face ! — How we were betrayed, I know not. 
There was one Hagar, Hunne's daughter, who 
bated, and perchance watched me— a bitter 
one she was, that killed my innocent with her 
Herod looks when I deserted it! Hunne 
tracked me on a day to the Hermitage of St. 
"Wulfin, and there — what matters to remem- 
ber? I deserved, but could not endure my 
scorn ! I returned insult with defiance — mal- 
treatment with resistance. Hunne tore my 
child from my arms, and left me, maddened 
with blows and injuries, with one who, con- 
trariwise, offered me all that devoted love can 
promise from his exhaustless treasury! I 
fled where only I could be secure from my 
husband's claims, thinking that remorseless 
cruelty was not in humanity to keep from a 
mother's arms her tender suckling of a month ! 
But it was in Hunne ! And then I would 
have returned, at any peril and ignominy, to his 
liouse, but Sancgraal would not suffer it, and 
my child — my child perished! It was mine 
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at le&st^ nierciless old man ! — ^Marrd je 
bow we pa;siLed oa the suit of the moctuuj, 
mbleadizLg aT;iricious Gblebeit that it was 
bos to TWAtntAtn the Abbej's n^ha r Yet naj- 
babe's tin J limbs were zxeTer swathed in tke 
decent linea band;} which saoald hAire wra^ 
ped them &om the wonns! The ccnel old 
man cast it to widier^ naked as a losebod ttiim 
from the bcL^h in a bitter wind I — If m}t hm 
for SancgraaL reTen^ for mj child* glowed 
like a madness in mj brain ! Yes^ I consented 
to accuse Hunne of his heresies beibre tibut 
Consisronr of London. I poin:ed out whcis 
hia books and wricix^cs were concealed. £E» 
was seized and consigned to the prison of th* 
Gatehouse — and not till then did we discover 
he was possessed of £ic&s and inklings which» 
fitly urged — and he openly protested his intutr 
ttoK of wtA^m^ bis accusations before the 
Cardinal himselfL who was to sic in judgment 
on the cause— could but hare resulted in our 
public condemnation! Gtslebert. woo p<sc^ 
chance suspected somewhat* learned thus mnch 
in his priTate im^uisition inco the furious old 
man*s reclamatioos against his pupil! Me 
questioned SancgraaL— >who denied ^ri, ^od 
promised most deadly to prove his innocence 
of the accusation! But it needed tt^t: ^ 
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churning of Hunne's own thoughts foamed 
away all patience in his breast, and that night 
— ^he slew himself! 

'* You have heard the rest, no doubt, and 
how Gislebert was imprisoned on the charge 
of murder — falsely, most certainly! During 
which while we had such a time in West- 
minster as King Belshazzar hath of it in the 
tapestry of Rheims ! — Mirth and reyel all 
around, and the livid writing on the wall ! — 
But the treasurer made his submission, and 
returned to govern the Abbey, with all his old 
gloom and rigour tenfold increased. What he 
suspected I know not, but he ordered my 
shameful dismissal from the Sanctuary, and 
compelled his pupil also to depart, pretendedly 
on a pilgrimage to Rome and the Holy Land, 
and to finish his studies in Paris and Padua. 
Yet we foiled the grim dotard in spite of all 
his pains, and I followed Sancgraal in his 
wanderings and voyages, in the disguise of a 
lay brother of his order. We had ample 
means of dispense and pleasure, for the trea- 
surer had the Abbey wealth at his disposal, 
and cherishes the son of his patroness with 
the like idolatry we pay to the stone images in 
our churches, if it be they in no wise return 
our ^levotion !— 'And so we journeyed from land 
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to land — crossed mountains, rivers and seas— , 
visited Rome, that is the mother of our 
salvation, and the sepulchre that held the 
Conqueror of Death within its stony jaws! — 
But he grew aweary of me at last, or else I 
dreamed 'twas so — and perchance I vexed 
him more than need was with my plaints !— 
Nay, it was so ! — ^Yet at Damascus, when he 
had the plague, I alone deserted him not — ^I 
nursed him as a mother her sick babe — ^not 
such mothers as I had been, forsooth, but 
such as should be ! Mayhap I saved his life 
— ^none other would have given water to his 
baked lips when they could only gasp the 
thing they lacked! — None other durst have 
listened while his delirium raved ! 

" We were in Italy when news came that 
he was made prior of this his monastery — a 
long while agone, 'tis now ! And then began 
the dark game between us which ever since 
we have played. He persuaded me it was 
not possible I should accompany him home- 
that Qislebert would go furious — that ob- 
servers, our enemies, would be sure to 
recognise me again, after so brief an absence. 
He had yet to conclude his course of the 
Sorbonique. He would return to Paris as 
speedily as he could, and recal me to. him 
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thithe]>-and meanwhile aged Islip could not 
linger long, and then he should be Abbot Of 
Westminster, and would enthrone me as a 
very queen in the Sanctuary ! St. Julian-of- 
the-Pilgrims should be turned into a palace 
for me! — What did he not promise, and I 
believe ? — ^Meanwhile, but for safety's sake, 
and that he might make certain of my good 
estate, in all points-— he would have me 
resume my proper garb, and enter in a certain 
convent of nuns on Mount Aventine, who 
would receive me well, and, for a liberal hire, 
so entreat me. I consented at last, albeit 
misgivingly ; and became a denizen of a con- 
vent on one of the dismal hills of pine and 
ruined palaces that are within the walls of 
Rome. But I dreamed not until Sancgraal 
had departed for England — ^until I was aban- 
doned, friendless, moneyless, and alone, in 
that far land — ^that he had shut me up in a 
cloister established for the reformation of evil 
women, who, repenting them, like the Mag- 
dalen whose name they bore, were therein 
secluded from their ill courses and companions 
and the fiend's temptings in the world ! Yea,' 
as one of them — as a very daughter of her 
of the Seven Hills, whom the prior's christian 
charity did prompt to rescue from a life of sin. 
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being that I was his countrjrwomaii, dis- 
covered to him by chance — ^was I 8ecla(|ed in 
those dark and melancholy walls, silent and 
hopeless as the dungeon depths of Yenioe 
beneath the waves ! 

'* How chanced it my heart burst not in 
very anguish of disdain and grief, when I dis- 
covered the truth ? Because I would not die, 
methought, to pleasure him ! Sith he had thus 
contrived a separation, which was to be lasting 
as death, I resolved that I would live to become 
the shadow of his life ! But for this hope and 
resolve, the severe rules I was subjected to, the 
pains and penances, the despair, the shame, the 
ignominy I was ordained to share, and, worse 
than all« the overwhelming silence and solitude 
which were parts of our punishment, would 
have sufficed to madden one who like me, from 
earliest childhood, yearned for joy and freedom. 
It was long indeed ere I learned to speak 
the language of those about me, so as to fathom 
the woful secrets of my prison ; but, certes, be- 
fore [that I had discovered I was a prisoner ! 
Yea, sir, a prisoner ! Monks and priests in bU, 
however distant, lands understand each others' 
needs, and further them to their ability. But 
I was a prisoner, mark you, only lest I should 
relapse into my sins . . . and a generous fee 
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was paid by my holy and wealthy rescuer, whiles 
I should continue thus safely immured — as yon 
bind up a raging lunatic, in love and kindness, 
not in wrath ! 

" Know ye what solitude is, what this was ? 
Solitude so deep as his must needs be, who can 
neither utter his own thoughts, nor give an 
understanding ear to those of others. And, 
oh, to be alone with the recollections that 
throng and beleaguer sinful souls around ! that 
haunt our every step like the ghosts -of mur- 
dered men, blackening the very sunshine to 
their murderers. When at last I learned 
wherein and wherefore I was enmewed, I could 
have dashed myself to pieces, like a wild bird 
newly caged, against my bars. But it was in 
vain — ^in vain all my rage and my despair! 
They said the fiend wrought within me ; that 
he struggled with a frenzied giant's strength to 
hold his prey. They said at last that I was mad, 
and loaded me with chains, and placed me in a 
black dungeon in the earth, whence my cries 
and ravings of despair could not be heard. And 
thither came the statue of a man, a black 
monk, whose very cowl stood rigid as ebony 
around his bloodless visage, to talk to me of 
repentance and submission to our Lady's will ! I 
gnashed my teeth, and spat at him ; but he was 

X 2 
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a holy man, who heeded not tach triflet am 
breaking hearts and maddening bnuns ; and he 
came daily — always when the sunshine had 
crawled over the black floor of my dungeon, till 
it couched like a coiled snake in a comer— and 
talked to me the same dull, unchanging, idiocy. 
He would tell me how blessed himself and aU 
my sisters were, in that they no longer lived— 
were alive, too, but yet how dead, since they 
knew and felt that dead they were. Sometimes 
when he rehearsed those grim lies to me, I 
would make the low black arches of the dun- 
geon ring like the laughter of a thousand fiends, 
with my scorn and mirth. But his unchanged 
tones at last worked on me like drowsy potions 
on the body's fever. I listened to him at last 
Tsry patiently. Certes, I had long blanks of 
misery, wherein I saw nothing, remembered 
nothing, but the cold stony eye of the Hierony« 
mite, as he sate and prated to me. Night 
would come almost as soon as day to me 
at times. Surely my mind wandered then in 
some strange realms of the unknown, forgetting 
how tinve passed in the sunless shadows of those 
iron-ribbed walls 1 But then, at times, in her 
mercy, our sweet Lady would grant me to be* 
lieve my babe was nestling once more on my 
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heart— uid almost I tould feel ftgain iU sUkf 
lips drain tlit love in my soul into its owA ! 

** At length I beoatne Ugain what they called 
tane! I became as they were— -a stock and a 
stone, A machine of genuflections and strange 
muttering^ in an unknovm tonguCi And 
then it was they discovered I had a yoice 
which^ being trained, might please the delicate 
ears of the Italian nobles, and bring auditors 
and lavish alms to our choir. When he loved 
me, Sancgraal also made me believe he thought 
my merest utterance music, and he took delight 
in teaching me his ballads, smiling to hear how 
discordantly they matched in sense with an- 
them and antiphon. And thus it was that I 
did qualify me for mine office now in Westmin- 
ster ; but I thought not then of uses such, and 
sang only because I deemed — ^because they 
persuaded me — it would redeem my soul of its 
heavy weight, if our Lady might perchance hear 
me hymning her praises so musically. But this 
made that the nuns grew at last determined in 
nowise to part with me ; and against my will, 
and as it were by main force, they made me a 
professed sister of their sackcloth. Time passed; 
years, with the slow step of ages ! I also had 
sunk belike into the drowsy calm they called 
peace, when of a sudden deliverance came— 
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like the rainbow on the bursting of a storm !— * 
The Lutherans entered Rome, and I was set at 
freedom by their swords — ^in the midst of a city 
given up to every horror of pillage and destruc- 
tion ! Ask not what befel me then, how I be- 
came the prize of a German soldier, whose 
. beaten and trampled serf and slave — ^nay, worse, 
much worse ! — ^I was compelled to be, until a 
wellsped culverin dashed his thick skull to 
pieces, and covered the armour I had laced but 
an hour before, with his draffy blood and 
brains. I saw Bitter Sampson fall, and it 
troubled me no more than if a savage bull bad 
sunk, with cloven skull and wallowing tongue, 
beneath the butcher's stroke. Rather it joyed 
me well to see that I had then a chance of 
escape. I took his plundered gold from his 
tent, clothed me in the cassock of a slain singer 
of the pope's chapel — he I despoiled, made no 
complaint ! — and fled. 

** I passed through lands whose very name I 
knew not, or have forgotten ; over mountains, 
through forests whose black shadows night can- 
not darken. I saw the torrents foam over the 
rocks which the giants of old tossed at each 
other when they were at mad war. But nothing 
affrighted me then, not even the ghostly visage 
of the moon looking down upon me by night 
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from the drifting clouds like a dead man smil- 
ing, paler yet with malice, from his shroud. I 
should he left speechless as were my lips 
choked, like a drowned mariner's, with sand, 
wer^ I to tell all my toil and trouble to reach 
England again. The hope and resolve of ^nen- 
geance supported me as with an iron staff. 
Will you shudder, holy clerk, when I tell you 
there was murder aU that long pilgrimage with- 
in my heart? — But wheni came to Westminster, 
when I saw him again ! — how said I that I never 
loved him f Or was it the very madness of what 
you name superstition, in my soul, that I believed 
the tales I heard of his wondrous sainthood *, of 
how he wasiuised by heaven for the redemption 
of the church from the Lutherans ? Neverthe- 
less I persevered until, by some foolish sleight I 
scarcely now remember, I forced my remem- 
brance upon him. And when he sent for me to 
his hermitage, as on^ whose skilled pipe might 
well lead in an office he had long desired filled, 
my hand was on the knife that you have seen 
me wield. But what is woman's wit against 
such craft ? He caught me in his embrace aS I 
was about to strike, said ' Maudelyn' with the 
oid tone upon its echo, and — and, what boots it 
to relate the rest ? My rage and upbraidings» 
his soothings and protestations ! He told me. 
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despite all semblance to the contrary, that 
he had never ceased to love me ; that he loTed 
me better then than ever ; that the times were 
changed, not he. Heresy was rampant through- 
out all the lands of Christendom; old love 
and reverence for the church was gone; 
the monastic institutions were assuled by 
the cardinal himself; and men's eyes were 
busied only in seeking for pretexts of 
the evil they meditated against the shrines 
of the saints. He confessed that he had 
been for a long time abroad in Paris and 
Padua — but old Qislebert's suspicions so 
jealously watched him, he had not been able 
to redeem his plight to me. Tet had he 
never ceased to cherish the hope and purpose, 
and had borne the rather (false adulator!) 
that I should be imprisoned where I was, 
since he was thereby assured no other usurped 
his place in my love. I spared not then, 
which was not wise of me, to reproach him 
with my bitter share in the sufferings of 
miserable Borne — and he soon found that, 
cajole as he might and did, I could not be 
tempted to leave Wesminster again. We fell 
then upon the device that I should take upon 
me the mastership of the choir, as one 
a^nt with good recommending to him, for the 



THE Di.TS or THE REPOBMATION. 47 

purpose, from Italy. Once more I believed — 
for awhiliB I imagined I had regained my place 
in the treacherous heart that feigned to open 
and receive me in its core ! But I had soon 
cause of suspicion, in his long absences and 
frequent journeys to Clerkenwell. Ah ! now 
you raise your eyes again, sir clerk ! — I thought 
at first, when I had tracked his footsteps full 
often thither, that the jolly prioress — of 
whom ran an evil fame on evil lips — had 
caught his wandering fancy. To baffle which 
suspicion he told me how it was his object 
to win a youthful heiress, whom the cardinal 
pursued with his unholy passion, to his de- 
votion, that by means of that unrighteous 
influence he might preserve the monastic 
orders. He told me she was even as simple 
and unregarded a hedge-side flower at the 
snowdrop of the spring, whose silly innocence 
had caught the cardinal's jaded fancy, but 
as the fevered drimkard sighs for a draught 
from the tasteless bubblings of a well. But 
my suspicions were roused — I saw her, and 
saw how fair she was. From that hour I 
watched him with ceaseless attention, and 
observed what her simplicity in nowise dis- 
cerned, how his serpent passions were slowly 
bat certainly glimmering through flowers of 
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mangling of that wolf whereof you speak — 
and when, perchance, this casing of mortality 
only guards me from a worse doom f I ask 
but leave to remain in some hidden corner 
of these wide chambers— in the oratory ! I will 
not disturb you even with my tears — they 
shall fall as silently as the soft rain on the 
meadows in June! Let me but tarry in 
this privileged covert until the fearful snuff 
of the bloodhound is off my trace — or until 
you need my evidence ; which shall be aught 
or anything that you would have it!" said 
Dan Gloria, in accents of the most suppli- 
cating humility, and yet of inebriating ten- 
derness. 

" Retire into the Sanctuary — it was made 
for such as thou art !" said Roodspere, turning 
with a shudder away. 

" It were to place myself the most beyond 
redemption in his power ! There is no spot 
on earth where I am safe, but here !" 

*' Tarry then ; but I will not ! We pray 
not to be led into temptation, but whoso 
leadeth himself, deservedly is by his better 
angel abandoned at once !" returned Rood- 
spere, in great disorder. " Tarry here, if thou 
wilt, but I will hence !*' 

*' Temptation !— you do not utterly abhor 

TOL. III. F 
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leave me thus," ejaculated Dan Gloria, tra- 
versing the chamber vnth wild eagerness while 
Roodspere vainly attempted, in his agitation, 
to remove the fastening of the door. " Tarry ! 
— ^I vnM return to my rat-hole in the church. 
If you go hence you are lost, without advan- 
tage to me, for I could but starve, imprisoned 
friendless here ! Why, it is something even to 
affright thee thus ! Oh, well I see, divine clerk, 
I am not hated all ! But I will hence, I swear 
it, by all the love I bear thee, and will, to my 
doom, whatever it be ! — by the holiness you 
preach and practice ! — if only thou wilt pro- 
mise to place a crust of bread and a pitcher of 
water every midnight at your window ! It is 
but prison fare, kind clerk, and would you 
grudge it me ? I will not enter again, by any 
oath you would have me swear, unless you 
need me — would tell me what my testimony 
should be — and therefore yourself leave it open 
fbr my entrance." 

. " Are you a sorceress, then ? Do you come 
by the air ?" said Roodspere, and, truth to say, 
with a strong tinge of superstitious dread. 

"I enter by the leads of the cloister, 
which may be easily traversed to my hiding 
place in the church ! — Cease, I beseech 
you, from your flight!-- Do you promise 
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me ihU miserable victualling awhile, until 
I can spy some opportunity for safe evasion 
from the abbey ?** returned Dan Gloria, and 
now in tones nigh suffocated with sobs. 

** 1 promise it most faithfully, should I my- 
$elt* starve to banquet you I And dare you to 
take reluge in the hermitage:*' said Rood- 
spere, with some, and perhaps too Tisible an 
amotion of pity and alarm. 

** There are miracle- holes in the chorch, 

where Ssxncgr^al would not dare to find 

me! But do you counsel me to pat myself 

lu the crocodile** very jaws: — ^I will not 

trust you \vi:h the secret of my lurking 

place! li 1 bear witness in your favour, it 

shall be of !iiy own tree will and obligation," 

teplicd Daa Gloria^ bitterly. **- Yet it may 

well bo/' she coa:inued melting into a dood of 

tear* laduit-ly mor^ dangerous than her irony 

and reprodCQ. " I: may well be. I bidyoa now 

farewell :or ever ■ And shaii it be as foes r" 

She moved with slow steps, a» she spoke^ 
towards the window, whose green latdce-^work 
tto lou^^r. or but slighdy, obstructed the fiovr 
of the moonlight into the chamber. She paused 
as she reached this window, and looked badk. 

" Surely no<«-»aoc as foes'/' said Raouspeie» 
approaching though with relucumce* consdoon 
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of something at once ridiculous and dreadful, 
and too much acknowledging, in his hesitation. 
But he started back from the bewildering glance 
that suddenly flashed into his own — from the 
arms that would have circled him in their 
courtesan embrace more dangerously than in 
the serpent's coil. ** Get thee behind me, 
Satan !" he murmured, breathlessly, and retired 
to his former position. " Yes, let us part as 
foes, since of all virtue and goodness foe thou 
art!'* 

" So be it, then ! I will hence to the com- 
pany of the marble kings ! — remain in thine 
own, which is colder still," said Dan Gloria, 
turning away with a delirious laugh, wherein 
scorn and hatred mingled with a dread chaos 
of opposite and contending passions. And 
while Koodspere still stood rooted to the spot, 
she stepped hurriedly from the open window, 
but apparently on firm footing without. Re- 
covering from his stupefaction, after a pause, 
Koodspere hastened thither, pushed the ivy 
aside, and looked forth. He perceived what 
he had scarcely before noticed, that his window 
opened on the leaden roof of the cloisters, 
and that it was easy to traverse their whole 
circuit along it. He observed a shadow glide 
round the walls, visible in the strong moon- 

F 2 
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light, of bis own and the oppoeite angle, until 
suddenly it disappeared where a mountain of 
architecture, towering in front, marked the 
locality of the church. But where or how 
the guilty phantom disappeared, he could only 
wonderingly conjecture. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 
ISLIP'S CHAPEL. 

Anns.— Verily, 

I swear, tis better to be lowly bom, 
And range with humble liyers in content, 
Than to be perked up in a glistering grief. 
And wear a golden sorrow. 

K. Hbnrt vin. 

It was about noonday on the one following 
Roodspere's nnwisbed-for interview with the 
offending preecentor, and he had not yet 
quitted his apartment. It was known in the 
Abbey that he had given directions to have 
his meals served thenceforth in his private 
chamber ; and lay-brother Didymus — a sharp 
observer, who carried him his morning repast 
— ^reported that he was busily engaged in 
vmting. It was not doubted by many that 
he was arranging either the charges against 
the monks, or elaborating his own defence in 
contradiction of theirs — and several would 
have given their quiarter's charity-pence to 
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have looked over his shoulder at the work. 
Nevertheless Koodspere was engaged, heart 
and soul, in a very different task — ^in penning 
an epistle to his new patroness, Anne Boleyn. 
Her position in the queen's palace, he bad 
reflected, might very probably give her access 
to Lily- Virgin, who had been transferred 
thither from her convent ; and the hope had 
visited him that he might, by her interposition, 
acquire some explanation of the singular con- 
duct of his betrothed in coming to the Abbey, 
as it seemed, purposely to consign herself into 
the hands of their mutual enemies. To obtain 
this favour he felt it would be necessary to 
reveal the whole story of their loves ; and cchi- 
flding in the maid of honour's warm and 
generous feelings, and evident leaning to his 
cause, Koodspere penned that simple and 
imvamished, but extremely pathetic narrative, 
which is among one of the most important 
pieces vSrificatives of our own, intending to 
seek George Boleyn's friendly aid in deliver- 
ing it to Mistress Anne. 

He was drawing to a conclusion with this 
task when a knock at the door startled him. 
But permission to enter admitted a young 
monk, one Dan Eglamour, whom he had for 
sometime reckoned among his warmest adhe- 
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rents. Roodspere apprehended at first this 
disciple had come to give him warning of some 
evil device of the brotherhood against him. 
But Dan Eglamour merely brought word that 
a lady was asking for him in the church, 
desiring, as she said, to speak with him in a 
spiritual capacity. Several of the monks, in- 
cluding Almoner Benson, had declined deliver- 
ing the message, when Dan Eglamour accepted 
it. And thereupon, the young monk added 
vnth a smile, the lady — who was closely 
hooded and mantled — gave him privately a 
marigold to accompany her request ; a sign, 
she said, the visitor would understand as an 
assurance she did not come to waste his time 
frivolously. Up to this statement, Roodspere 
had been inclined to send a positive denial; 
but the instant he saw the flower, he started 
up, snatched his epistle, thanked the messen- 
ger, locked his door, and hastened into the 
church. 

The visitor found his visitant, as he was 
directed, in the choir, kneeling in either affected 
or real devotion, before a grotesque carving of 
St. Dunstan clenching the devil's nose in his 
irons, which then graced a niche on the last pil- 
lar of the south cross. Although this devotee 
was enveloped from head to foot in a hood and 
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Koodspere. But I would not have >oa kneel 
to me, which is perchance your manner of 
confession elsewhere," said Anne, speaking in 
a tone of great anxiety, yet with chaiacteristie 
animation. '' Let us break the ice at once, 
then, and go afloat. I have perused the items 
of the monks' charges against you, and I do 
And myself as infinite a heretic, in all respects, 
as yourself, saving that I have not formed the 
incredibly infamous project of marrying a 
novice of Clerkenwell. Fie, sire priest ! how 
came you ever to imagine so fond a departoie 
from the established forms, having the poor 
girl, too, so meekly at your mercy, sith 
she loves you, herself confesseth, in retnm ! 
Yet am I guilty of nigh as great offence, pre- 
suming to repay the love of one whom the 
great cardinal hath violently plighted to ano- 
ther ! — I would he were,with all his myrmidons, 
at the bottom of the red sea of martyrs' blood 
they have shed !" 

" You speak, indeed, lady, of a wicked 
Pharoah — ^yet I must needs remember also, of 
my sire," replied Roodspere, with a deep sigh. 

" I knew it was so ! I knew it was a monk- 
ish lie they had told her, to deny it ! Why, 
there needs no other warrantry than your Wol- 
sey visage, albeit marvellously more honestly 
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favoured. And there is all you say and do to 
the boot, to show you incapable of such vile- 
ness !" said Anne, with vehemence. " And so 
I swore — ^yea, in good faith I swore, and by no 
scented, gentlewoman oath — ^to the poor weep- 
ing soul, when she should tell me she had 
learned you were in a conspiracy to betray her 
-—and, to crown your baseness, were not 
Wolsey's unlawful issue, but, good heaven, 
her own sire's ! — Secretary Gardiner, she said 
—-a man who is indeed thoroughly bosomed in 
his grace's honest secrets — did to herself aver 
that you were always held and reputed in your 
village to be Sir Amias Paulet's son — ^but 
disowned by him out of jealousy and rage for 
your mother's preference of the sprightly vicar 
irhom he therefore afterwards placed in the 
stocks! Wolsey's kindness to you, he said. 
Was solely on her account — his neglects and 
eontumelies were on the Paulet side ! How 
tay you ? Could malice and monkcraft devise a 
crueller engine to unlift a mind than this ?" 

Boodspere made no reply. It was impos- 
sible ! He stood absolutely bereft of the power 
of utterance before the astounding nature of 
this revelation. But the whole mystery of 
lily- Virgin's conduct was now too well ex-, 
plained. The only answer he could make was 
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to produce the letter he had lately ^^^^^ 
and hand it himself to her for whose perusal 
had heen intended. ^^ 

Anne read it alood, and with the m€^ 
TiTid interest, though at times ber wice 
grew low and almost inarticulate with emo- 
tion. "The scarlet traitor! can it be l^*" 
sible he set Gardiner on this foul scand^ 
or did his own rancorous beart denae 
it, to serre his master's lusts, and de- 
prive the poor girl of her sole protection r 
she exclaimed. "But heaven be praised. 1 
can take her hack your disproofs — we arc al- 
ready on fair speaking terms — and abe is^ *> 
nigh maddened with this prodigious invention, 
that she is else in manifest danger of falling 
completely into the monks' snares ! Tte 
Queen supports them, who hatb so venerated 
a name and sorrowful a vision of tbe worid 
that, to hear her, myself could bave balf believed 
it good to betake me to a nunnery, oat of all 
their ways — our noble king's to ibc boot, 
whose savageness daunts even my laugbing 
devil at times. But if you will listen to me, 
I will show how I purpose to make my escape, 
at a less exchange for tbe worse ; and may 
therein include yours and yoor fair betrotbed'e 
redemption too— Hist, did you not bear 
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stir?" Anne abruptly concluded, turning to- 
wards the wainscot behind her chair. But 
J^odspere was too absorbed in his own despair- 
ing and dismal cogitations to have noticed 
what the readier sense of Anne Bolejm indis- 
tinctly apprehended; and his assurances of 
the impossibility of anyone but themselves 
being nigh, quieted her apprehension. 

The conversation was resumed. It is not 
necessary we should repeat it in its details ; 
but the substance was of the deepest interest 
to both parties. Anne stated that the array 
of charges contained in the libellus of the 
monks was of the most formidable description, 
and was professed to be supported by wit- 
nesses innumerable. But the accusation con- 
cerning Lily-Virgin, had stirred her curiosity 
chiefly, in connexion with the scene in the 
abbey on the day of the feast. The youthful 
novice was lodged in the apartment of the 
maids of honour, and she had easily found an 
opportunity to converse with her when she was 
released from an interview with the queen, 
which lasted nearly the whole time of the 
cockfight. It was clear that Anne cherished 
no very vehement liking for her grave and 
now peculiarly austere mistress, and she took 
care to let Roodspere know her majesty had 

g2 
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occupied the whole aadience with an harangue 
whose object was to convince Lily* Virgin of 
the criminality and heresies of her loTer- 
confessor-— of the dangers that beset her in the 
world, and from Wolsey's libidinous pnrsuit^- 
and the infinitely preferable holiness and 
tranquillity of a recluse life. The pious 
princess had eren extorted from the poor girl 
an affrighted assurance that if she could 
satisfy her mind on one point, she would im- 
mediately enter the cloister. But to effect 
this object she declared, to the queen's 
astonishment and anger, she must be allowed 
a private interview with Wolsey himself! 
She would not confess to Katharine for 
what reason : but the keener- wit ted and 
more sympathetic maid of honour extracted 
that it was her simple purpose to de- 
mand from Wolsey himself the truth of 
Roodspere's parentage. But the queen ab- 
solutely and angrily refusing all permission 
of the sort — Roodspere's dismay was com- 
pleted by information that Lily was ordered 
to receive Prior Sancgraal again as her con- 
fessor, and implicitly to comply with his 
instructions. There was no reason to doubt 
that thus she would soon be placed in pos- 
session of the accusation of heresy affixed 
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to his teaching, and that Gardiner's inventions 
would lack no support. 

Yet upon this deepest darkness the light 
broke I Anne declared she saw no other 
means of safety, either for himself and his 
betrothed, from the machinations of their 
enemies, but in flight : and when Roodspere 
yehemently declared that no combination of 
dangers to himself should induce him to de- 
sert a post in which he might still be of some 
protection and assistance to his bewrayed 
love ; when he pointed out what seemed the 
utter impossibility of effecting her rescue in 
the manner suggested, and pathetically im- 
plored the exertion of Anne's personal 
influence with the king on their behalf : she 
interrupted him with passionate warmth — 
** No, no, you are not so much your father's 
son as to wish me to endeavour to regain the 
king's favour at the price which only now 
I can — for heard ye not how I lost all grace 
at the mad tournay of chanticleers yesterday ? 
But to understand what chanced, you must 
know my legend too, which now, in return 
for your love-tale, I will tell." 

Anne accordingly related, at some length, 
what report and observation had already induced 
her auditor to surmise, regarding her position at 



68 WESTMIKSTEB ABBET ; OB, 

the court, and the causes of her hostility to the 
Cardinal. But she elucidated the story with 
particulars only herself could furnish. Al- 
most from the first of her arrival in the court, 
she said, the cardinal made her the object of his 
unceasing illwill and spite, with no other ap- 
parent motive but the degree of kindness and 
distinction accorded her at once by King 
Henry. " And for that I would oft make him 
laugh when the cardinal would have him mask 
himself to a sadness — and made bad music to 
his highness's worse verses, having therein 
a secret motive of my own ! For, also from 
the first, the Lord Percy and I liked of one 
another ; and, knowing the cardinal had 
plighted him to his fast friend of Shrewsbury's 
daughter, and hated me for being of the 
Norfolk blood, — I thought there was no hope 
for us but to win the King's favour to the 
balance ! Ah, woe is me ! poor, pleasure- 
trimmed barque ; fleeing from a Sallee rover, I 
have run me upon Morocco rocks ! The king 
has taken me into his evil afiection; and 
within these few hours hath so urged his 
tempest passion upon me that either I must 
yield me to the storm or forfeit all my hoped- 
for influence with him ! And now, the cardinal 
has discovered Percy's goodwill to me, and 
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hath plotted how worst to destroy me, and 
please the king, hy completing the marriage 
out of hand with Mary Talbot I And then, 
either I mustsuhmit me to the king's pleasure, 
or go into exile in France ! How say you, 
that preach the pure evangile, and would 
marry yourself, being in holy orders, to no- 
thing better than a woman ! What shall I 
do?" 

** Marry the man to whom your faith is 
plighted, and defy the worst that kings and 
cardinals can do !" was the reply. 

" Who will marry, that wears a priest's 
coat, so forbidden a pair ? The prior here 
hath already sagely refused ! And know you 
what it is to defy a king and a cardinal?" 
replied Anne, with an agitated smile. 

" I am a priest ; and I will marry ye, for I 
see no lawful forbidding in your way !" replied 
Roodspere. "And for defiance — the cardinal 
at least can witness I have defied his utmost, 
being, that I have demanded leave to wed with 
lily from himself !" 

" Why then you are desperate too, and I do 
accept your offer — ^if, in return, you will accept 
mine !" replied Anne, with generous warmth. 
" It shall be so ; I do discern our fortunes are 
as knit one with other, as if fate had dropped 
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the yarns, and spun them unconsciously ta« 
gether I My lord and I purposed not to bide 
the honeymoon within shot of the Tower, had 
it pleased Prior Sancgraal to use his cheating 
tongue to give us lawful right to each other's 
company on a voyage to Antwerp. Thither 
we purposed to hasten, and remain until such 
time as good friends might win us a safe return 
— at least to Alnwick in the north, where I could 
reign -the queen of a county, in faith, more 
happily than our sovereign lady of the whole 
land of England ! But for that I am already 
something blamed of men's free tongues, being 
not sufficiently hypocritical of mine own, I 
would be wedded to my Percy, so that no 
suspicion may sully our fair contract, and 
Wolsey and the king may know their contrary 
withstanding nothing avails. Wed us, and 
ye shall share our flight ! The same barque 
Cwe have a trim Dutch carack, ready manned, 
that could crowd sail with the first good wind) 
•hall bear four happy lovers out of the power 
of our tyrants, if by such arguments as you 
can furnish me withal, I can prevail upon your 
Lily to depart, in my company and protection. 
We will ship for Antwerp, where there is a 
thriving colony of your fugitive brethren from 
England, who will tie the knot between ye 
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right joyfully, were ye ten times priest and 
nun ! And flight is surely now your only re- 
source, since I cannot aid ye, and the word- 
fooled Defender of the Faith takes high glory 
to maintain the title their craft bestowed upon 
him!" 

Liberty, love ; redemption from the incal- 
culable dangers that beset him; security-^ 
triumph — ^the gain of so powerful an alliance 
as that of the House of Northumberland to 
his cause ; the moral considerations attached 
to rescuing two such lovers from the dire ex- 
tremities in which they were placed — united 
in dispelling every other consideration from 
Roodspere's view. His share in the transac- 
tion might induce the cardinal — who had not 
shown himself, as yet, altogether destitute of 
natural aflection — to interfere in obviating the 
king's vengeance, over whom his influence was 
still supposed to be irresbtible. He might 
even be brought to consider the aflair as the 
best solution of the difficulties attending Rood- 
spere's accusation, and the rivalry Anne 
Boleyn had so evidently and dangerously 
established with his own once all-potent sway. 
As a lover, every possible incentive urged 
Roodspere's adoption of the sole means of 
rescue to his beloved that seemed to remam — 
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and to seek it, offered the completest refuta* 
tion to the hideous calumnies of his enemie», 
regarding his relationship to Lily, and the 
insidious purposes alleged to lurk under his 
shows of a pure and hallowed love. 

The rest of the interview was entirely con- 
sumed in planning the minutiae of the daring 
but hopeful scheme : and it was thus arranged. 
Between vespers and compline, the Abbey 
church was usually almost entirely deserted, 
and, at that season of the year, involved in 
darkness, saving at the lighted shrines. Com- 
pline was the last of the canonical devotions, 
and was very scantily attended even by the 
monks. Observation was not, therefore, in 
that interim, to be much apprehended. After 
vespers no stranger was permitted entrance 
into the chapel of the shrine ; but Roodspere 
—by Cromwel's desire, who was curious to in- 
spect its wealth at leisure— was in possession 
of one of the three silver keys that admitted 
into it. And now it was arranged that at 
vespers on the following day, Percy and Anne 
should present themselves in the churchy 
separately, and in the least noticeable garb. 
Roodspere would be at hand to conduct them 
into the then solitude of St. Edward's chapel, 
where the marriage could be solemnized with- 
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out suspicion. The lovers were then to retire 
as secretly, each to his and her proper domi- 
cile. And meanwhile every arrangement was 
to be made for embarcation the instant a 
favourable wind arose to assist the oars of the 
Dutch sailors. The explanations which Anne 
Boleyn promised to make, and a passionate 
epistle she allowed Roodspere to write in her 
tablets, neither of them doubted, would dispel 
the dreadful suspicions infused in Lily- Virgin, 
and induce her to accept Anne's offered pro- 
tection, and to share in the flight. Roodspere 
was to be in readiness, on the earliest sum* 
mons, to partake the evasion, and the wind 
itself would bear him the signal of departure. 
It was arranged that, beside the immediate 
parties, only George Boleyn was to be admitted 
into the secret, the master and crew of the 
Dutch barque having only a notion that they 
were to convey some noble pilgrims of Cologne 
to the farther shores. 

As soon as these particulars were decided 
upon, Anne Boleyn, resuming her mufflers, 
took her departure unwilling to awaken sus- 
picion by too long a stay. Yet not to stir it 
by any appearance of haystery, Roodspere and 
his penitent left Islip's chapel together, and 
parted only on the exterior of the church — and 

TOL. III. H 
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then with an exchange of formal and cere- 
monious respect, intended to obviate any 
suspicion of the Mendly intimacy and perilous 
alliance arrived at between them. Neither of 
these compelled histrions observed that the 
couchant figure of a man— diminished to the 
size of the raven with which his costume vied 
in hue— watched them intently from the 
summits of the pile, in the Hermitage of St 
Wulfin. 

'' No, she it is not ! — it is too tall and regal 
of port !— And do women— women like this— 
also make him now their resort ?" soliloquised 
the dark observer. ''But then, where has 
he concealed her ?— She is not in the sanctuary 
— ^in the shrine— in the hollow altar of St. 
Mary— in the crypt— in the dark chauntry of 
Henry V. — ^in the secret confessional of the 
great pillar ! — And do I indeed wish that she 
whom I tore from her husband's arms, at risks 
so infinite, may be concealed in this smooth 
talker's chamber ? — ^Even so, he has but to 
turn his blue eyes heavenward, and all men 
will believe in a second Joseph ! — A strange 
Potiphar indeed am I, yet, to wish 'twere so ! 
The chamber must be searched, at whatever 
risk, when he is next absent. Gislebert is too 
long in devising his plan—- and Eglamour ma- 
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bap will not be bribed! — He has corrupted 
consciences rarely indeed! — ^But meanwhile 
what was this tedious business with the court 
dame, in Islip's oratory ? Can it be the Lu- 
theran Anne, bringing him an olive twig from 
his mewed-up love ?— Some of my listeners 
may, perchance, have heard — ^I will descend 
and learn." 

But there was no one in the church when 
Sancgraal found himself amid its shadowing 
aisles ; and yet| with some yague idea that 
the very aspect of the place in which his an- 
tagonist had lingered so long, might suggest 
some inklings of his business to him, the 
prior asQended to Islip's oratory. A fine 
perfume remained there indeed, which Sanc- 
graal recognised to be of no English distil- 
lation; andN. on the floor he perceived an 
embroidered handkerchief, wrought with an 
A and a B. He lifted this piece of evidence 
with a vulture eagerness — and as he arose 
from the clutch, a sudden thought darted into 
his mind. Closing and barring the door of 
the oratory, he strode to the wainscot opposite 
the window, pressed heavily against the panel, 
until it flew into a back groove, and slided 
away, with scarcely an efibrt, behind the ad- 
jacent one. A curious spectacle, and a some- 
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what ghastly one, presented itself— a catacomb 
of wax figures, arrayed in royal robes, adorned 
with crowns and sceptres, set with mock 
jewellery, and other rich ornaments. Most 
of them, yellow or colourless with antiquity — 
but very precious remains of it had they beea 
properly appreciated^ for the efiigies placed oa 
funeral cars were usually casts from the actual 
risages of the deceased, and answered, in all 
other respects, to their living presentmen1»w 
Kings, anterior to Henry III., and that 
monarch himself, graced this first compart- 
ment, but not the figure Sancgraal sought; 
and he closed it with a laugh of bitter mock- 
ery and disdain of the frightful grandeur 
exhibited in these cupboards of death. " But 
it is well," he muttered ; " it is well ! — we 
captives of this vasty dungeon of the churck 
may yet derive some consolation from this 
grisly companionship! Kings end where 
we are always — in nothingness- f " 

He drew back the second compartment, 
thus musing — and gazed for a moment witk 
incredulous doubt at what he beheld. A 
figure, chalkily pale, wearing the worm-eatea 
robes, the crown, and sceptre of Edward the 
Confessor, and rigid as a mummy, was before 
him, in whose visage he yet imroediatelj 
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recognised the features of Dan Gloria ! And 
while ho gased in stedfast amazement, the 
deathly oountenanee gradually suffused — the 
eyes opened— •the arm moved, and the hand 
groped in the breast — ^the whole figure became 
animate— «nd, on a sudden, leaped from its 
dusty shelf into the oratory ! 

** I sought you, Maudelyn," said the prior 
after a long pause — ^less of surprise than of 
some darker emotion that worked within 
his swelling and knotting brows. 

"You have found me then — and well 
armed, against all other pursuits !" replied 
the chorister, with a dismal irony that wreathed 
in a contortion meant for a smile all over her 
visage. 

"What is your purpose in remaining in 
Westminster ? Are you not satisfied with 
the ruin you have already brought upon 
me?" said Sancgraal, and there was some- 
thing dreadful as the echoes of a tomb in his 
tones. 

" Our Lady inspired me to remain, and thus 
concealed — though I purposed only to abide 
until your wrath was something calmed, that 
I might explain the causes of what, doubtless, 
seems to you a formed plan of treachery, 
prior!" returned Dan Gloria, with strange 

H 2 
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composure. " Be it known to you then, thai 
I love Kapbael Roodspere ! love him, hearken>- 
weli ! so as I have never loved before !^ so a«r 
only glorious spirits, as gloriously shrined, are 
loved, are worshipped, by women who have 
eyes to discern the grander beauty of the soul 
even through the body's noblest excellence I 
Approach if thou wilt, I fear thee not I Vio- 
lence never shall remove my detested shadow 
from your light ; but if it please you to use 
milder spells, which I will put in your sway, 
not only will I hence, and for ever, in a brief 
while, but with me shall depart the eclipse 
that has blackened you so long, and you shall 
be left at full freedom to complete your vul- 
ture purposes on the white ringdove you have 
BO long hovered over ! Never protest ! I know 
your designs as well as the fiend that prompts 
them^and I have confessed openly that my 
faithlessness equals or passes thine T' 

"And did our Lady keep you in Westminster 
to tell me this ? — She is but a grimly negress^ 
her we have within, 'tis true ; yet something I 
misdoubt this oracle came not even from her 
wooden lips !'' replied Sancgraal, in a voice 
that grated like a grounding ship on the 
sands* 
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•* Listen then, to what I have heard— and 
believe V* returned Dan Gloria. 

We need not repeat the almost literal and 
verbatim report Dan Gloria now gave to her 
terrible accomplice of the whole interview that 
had taken place between Roodspere and Anne 
Bolejni. And the black, but almost silent 
delirium of Sancgraal's joy in the discovery, 
yielded few salient expressions for the chroni- 
cler's pen. But the conclusions to which, 
meanwhile, he passed, in his rapid and fecun- 
dating mind, surprised even Dan Gloria. 
" There is more in this than the ruin of a 
paltry schismatic of Luther's — or his com- 
pelled flight, shared by Maudelyn Hunne — 
since ihou vnlt have it so !" he exclaimed, in 
low> hoarse accents. '^ The cardinal, the. car- 
dinal ! The very fortress of assault against us 
shall be battered down ! — The king loves this 
pestilent, heretic woman, loves her to a frenzy ! 
She abhors the cardinal, and he her! The 
cardinal's bastard — ^his chosen vicar and ser- 
vant and instrument— -is pledged to wed her 
clandestinely to the Percy! What hinders, 
but that Henry may be brought to believe the 
cardinal himself is secretly at the bottom of the 
plot, to remove his enemy from the royal pre- 
sence and liking*"— to win Northumberland and 
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Norfolk alike to his derotiony and ^us make 
himself mighty as the jealous king himself in 
the realm ? Hemy will neyer belieye that for 
the sake of a puling girl-^or on any assur- 
ance hy the cardinal's— -on any less command 
than his, this visitor of ours, under ban already, 
would dare undertake an emprise of snch 
weight, against his known and declared plea- 
sure and will ! — ^All else shall be as you would 
have it, Maudelyn ! Trust me, I suspected ere 
you confirmed, and had already concluded to 
find you, when I should seek you, in this holy 
lad's apartment !" 

A black blush visited Dan Gloria's visage, 
visible beneath all the overlay of unnatural 
colours shed from the illimiined windows- 
blue, green, and yellow. But her only reply 
was, "You wrong him very utterly — ^if you 
deem— -but tJutt you deem not ! Only when 
he is hopeless, can I hope !" 

*^ Hasten now to conceal yourself in the 
hermitage. Gislebert must not see you again ; 
he is gone raging wode against you!" con- 
cluded Sancgraal, after a pause. '* For me, I 
will to the palace at once-— the name of Anne 
Boleyn will be my passport— or, if not, this 
pretty handkerchief !" 

'* The hermitage ! Sancgraal ?" replied Dan 
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Gloria, gazing with piercing and fearful scrutiny 
on the dark visage hefore her. 

'* Foolish woman ! dost thou think I am a 
leech, to delight only in wallowing in gore ? — 
in death — ^in crowding the rank, overburdened 
earth with corpses? — in filling tho sunshine 
with ghastly visages to fleer at me ?'' he re- 
plied — and there was something profoundly 
mournful as well as dreadful in his utterance. 
" But you will believe when I tell you that 
your flight with him can alone relieve me from 
jny worst danger — the like that Hunne threat- 
oned me withal^n the accusation concerning 
yourself ! And that thus only can I break the 
spell of his pretended virtue over Lily- Virgin, 
whom, since thou wilt have it so, I love — and 
fittingly retaliate upon him all the unutterable 
scandals he has cast on me !" 
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CHAPTER XXVm. 
THE CHAPEL OP THE KIKOS. 

Vespebs were just over in Westminster Abbey 
on an eventful night, when two persons met, 
apparently by appointment, in the Dark Cloister. 
Those acquainted with the denizens of the 
Abbey would have recognised one by his un- 
even gait, to be the lame prior, Sanegraal 
Bigod. The other, even those most familiar 
with his towering personal characteristics, 
would scarcely have ventured to conclude was 
King Henry VITI. himself. Yet he it was, thus 
alone, and unguarded save by his own massive 
strength, and the huge weapon hanging at his 
girdle, which few but its owner could wield. 
And he had taken scarcely any pains to conceal 
his familiarly-known personalities, saving that 
he was wrapped in a short cloak that par- 
tially concealed the glitter of the jewellery on 
his breast and sleeves. His costume, minutely 
preserved to futurity in Holbein's portraits, in 
all other respects was so royally gorgeous^ that 
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it was endent he had passed at once from the 
palace to the cloisters. 

" Yea, monk, it is I ! I trow me, few hate 
seen me once who need reasonably play the 
tmbelieving Thomas when they see me again," 
said the kmg, gruffly, while Sancgraal scanned 
his visage with a far other intent. '' But never 
crook thy bumble-knee to the cold stones to us 
now. I come not to play the king with thee ! 
How is it, — are the birds in the bush ?'' 

*^ My liege, I have set scouts who will bring 
us timely intelligence," humbly replied the 
prior. '* Meanwhile I fear not the traitors will 
slack the opportunity, for this is a stout easterly 
wind that is blowing now." 

" Ay, troth, is it ! — So they will keep their 
honeymoon at Antwerp, by its good aid ! And 
this is of the heretic priesf s suggestion, because 
so many of his fellow rebels and anabaptists 
live there, and to give the better colour to his 
secret understanding with the cardinal !" mut- 
tered Henry, listening with grim satisfaction 
to the sweep of the boisterous wind which 
rushed like a furious surge around the clois- 
ters, 

*'Yet he boasted, sire, that colouring was 
scarcely needed! — that his disloyal father's 
sway over your grace was so absolute, that — " 
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*• Ha, did be vaunt him so ? — ^Well, Wolsey 
hath had reason hitherto !" interrupted Henry, 
with an audible grind of his strong teeth. 

*' But, whatever chances, your grace stands 
solemnly plighted never to reveal from wbom 
you had this warning? — For else your goodness • 
is so certain to take him into your bosom again, 
and he is so certain to take vengeance on all 
who gainsay him, the fee of my service and 
fidelity is likely to be the loss, not only of my 
succession, but present havings in the abbey !" 

" Tut, monk, dost thou deem I will ever for- 
give the man who — yea, who with the very 
purpose of despiting me, for he hath ever 
shown himself averse to my toyings of favour 
with this audacious bride of ours ! — thou art 
a monk, indeed, irf thou deemest these are the 
kind of offences Harry Tudor pardons 1" said 
the king. 

"I am a very monk truly, my liege, and 
ignorant of courts and their intrigues. I 
thought only what should move your grace 
chiefly to anger in this craftily devised plot, was 
that thus a mighty duke and earl would become 
the sworn allies and servants of the Archbishop 
of York and Count Palatine of Durham, who, 
if they knit hands, might defy all supremacy 
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south of Humber !" deferentially suggested the 
prior. 

" Truly, truly ! — ^Wolsey would then be king 
indeed ! — Good prior, mayhap my very crown 
stands in some thanks to your fidelity, and we 
will make it our own care the mitre of West- 
minster £ts no other head than thine ! — ^It is a 
good plotting one for a mightier empery, for 
do not think, good frieiid, I believe in thy 
monkish tale of the apparition of St. Edward 
to thee with this revelation ! — But I know ye 
monks have eyes and ears in every homestead, 
and that ye make common cause against all 
bettering, and that every confessioner is your 
unfeed espial I Tell me no more of St. Edward 
—thinking belike to lay the blame and danger 
of a calumnious qhftrge against Wolsey and his 
visitor on your saint ! If ye fail in the proof, 
look ye, I will visit all the chastisement on 
yourselves, and make ye know what it is to set 
a king's heart in flames ! '' 

" But, contrariwise, your grace will visit our 
enemies and traducers with a full measure of 
wrath ?" said Sancgraal, apparently unmoved 
by this threat. " Yet, since your royal nature 
is so stirred, I do trust your highness has seen 
fit to comply with my abject entreaty, that you 
would cause the young lord to be detained on 

VOL. TIT, I 
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his way ? Heaven forbid our church should be 
polluted by violence, and mayhap bloodshed !" 

" Fear thou not ; I have sufficiently cared 
for that ! Dost thou think I would have her lips 
profaned with the hot bridegroom's kisses ? — 
Percy, what, Percy ! — A windlestraw whom I 
dashed from his horse with a tap of my lance 
last toumay ! To prefer a priest's page and 
running-boy to a crowned king !'* muttered 
Henry, in his hoarse undertone. 

" Love was never blinder than so, my liege," 
said the prior. " Yet I do suppose Mistress 
Anne cradles your high majesty with as sweet 
lullabies as the crafty cardinal himself ?" 

** Nay she doth not even deign to cheat me, 
monk ! But yesternight she sent me a written 
* No,' which could not by any sleight be con- 
jured into standing for a woman's nought," re- 
plied Henry gloomily ; and suddenly firing at 
the artfully suggested idea, he exclaimed,— 
" But saidst thou, love ? No, monk, no ! She is 
in love with Northumberland's broad meads 
and manors, not with his faint boy ! It is not 
in her warm rich blood to prefer a paltry page 
to us ! But she deems Alnwick and Tyne a 
fairer portion to enjoy all her days, than the 
broad realm of England during its king's liking. 
An I thought otherwise ! — but here comes one 
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who will tell you how our bridegroom is dis- 
posed of, for one while, at least." 

A third party now joined the king and the 
prior, who proved to be the Duke of Suffolk. 
This nobleman made not an instant's delay in 
informing his impatient master of the success 
of a mission with which it appeared he had been 
charged. He was just arrived from York Place, 
where he had been to command the cardinal, on 
peril of the king's utmost displeasure, to put 
the Lord Percy under restraint, and not to 
suffer him to leave his palace on whatsoever 
pretext. " But I doubt not, my lord," sub- 
joined Sancgraal, " his grace put an ignorant 
Dace on the matter, and feigned to know of no 
sudden cause for this durance !" 

"Nay, sir, he trembled and quaked, like 
the tree Judas hung him on, in a strong 
wind ! But yet, it is true, he feigned a most 
absolute ignorance, and questioned me so 
peevishly of the cause, that at last I was fain 
to tell his grace he asked the road he knew 
the best of us all !— And so left him in a 
mighty fume and dudgeon of surprise !" said 
Suffolk. 

** You see, prior, there is no danger of sac- 
rilege now in your church — ^lead us on then at 
once !" exclaimed Henry. 
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**Nay, sir, that were ill-fowling, to draw 
the nets hefore the birds alight ! The cardinal 
will else deny all, my liege — and there is no 
fear, if false speaking can cover false doing, 
but he will prove truth a liar*— unless your 
offended majesty can bide patiently until I cma 
set before your eyes the reality of this great 
treason plotted between the cardinal and his 
bastard !" said Sancgraal. Yet he also awaited 
with intense anxiety and expectation the de<> 
sired summons; and more than shared the 
king's eagerness when Father Gislebert arrived^ 
in spite of his infirmities, noiselessly as a black 
shadow in the cloister. 

'* They are in the Chapel of the Kings, sire, 
all ! — and await but the Lord Percy, to com- 
plete their blasphemous and heretical union !" 
whispered the old man, his whole fratak^ 
quivering as well as his palsied head with 
excitement. " Mistress Anne and her brother, 
and the Lutheran Cambridge priest, are all 
within, awaiting the bridegroom only I" 

"Lead on, monks !^I long more to b^ 
among them than ever I did to see my cross- 
bow scatter a covey of partridges !" said 
Henry, with a savage under-laugh. 

" But your grace must steal even as quietly 
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upon them squatting, if you would hit the 
silver-breasted one !*' said Sancgraal. 

^' Ha ! — ni warrant me, saint as thou mayst 
be, thou art the hawk to make a meal of a 
ringdove in a sly covert !" said Henry — and 
Gislebert alone started. "Lead on; I can 
tread softlier than death upon his bony feet, 
yet he comes unawares, they say, on most 
men!" 

Sancgraal accordingly led the way from the 
Dark Cloister into the Great Cloister; where all, 
save for the furious gusts of wind, was utterly 
silent and dark. The cedar of Lebanon 
stretched its black branches in hard and ser- 
rated shadows, resisting every violence of the 
gale, as they passed beneath it, arriving before 
a massive door in the northwalk. This was 
usually secured by every resource of the black** 
smith's art, but was now purposely left ajar ; 
and by it they entered into the church. Silence 
reigned also apparently throughout the vast 
area within, and only the faint lustre of the 
perpetual lamps on the shrine illumined the 
darkness, and guided the steps of the explorers 
towards their destination. 

They approached on tiptoe to the usual 
adit from the ambulatory ; and Henry, making 
a signal to his followers, stepped up the stairs 

i2 
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alone. Had they been forewarned of this 
dread approach, the inmates of the Chapel of 
the Kings could hardly have been in more 
anxious and dispirited mood than they already 
were. Anne Boleyn had already become in- 
dignant and amazed at the protracted non* 
arrival of her bridegroom, and even to form a 
conjecture the most irritating to her pride and - 
high spirit, in the notion that her fainthearted 
lover had taken fright at the magnitude of the 
peril involved, and receded from his tmder* 
taking. Her brother, George, very naturally 
shared this emotion, and had no reaison to look 
forward with very cheerful anticipations to the 
personal results of the adventure to himself. 
But more than either, Roodspere was the prey 
of perplexity and anxiety. No sooner, in fact, 
had he assented to Anne's project of escape, 
than a new series of agitating thoughts assailed 
him. Was it not an act of desertion almost 
as condemnatory of his cau^e as Bilney*s apos- 
tasy, thus to fly even from the unequal and 
partial field to which he was challenged? 
What would become of the infant church he 
reasonably believed he had founded within the 
very walls of the monkish stronghold of 
Westminster ? Was it not in reality necessary 
that he should assert the truth of his cause by 



tKlfr)A3ti OV ISSBXFOBMATION. '91 

^enly inaantaitimg, and, if need were, perish- 
Ing lor it ? Were they sophistries of passion, 
or argaments of reason, that had persuaded 
him to the cohtraiy ? Yet, all these torment- 
ing snggestidns Tamished in the too certain 
cause of disquietude Ahne Boleyn was obliged 
to cdnftnunicate on her arriyal. Lily-Virgin 
was secluded in the queen's private apartment, 
and access to her was refused to Anne in a 
manner arguing that heat royal mistress's 
suspfcidns were either awakened regarding her 
charge; or that the occurrences at the. cock- 
fight had %een reported in a way to complete 
iier disgrace wiUi her, Kdodspere was but 
fittle comforted by Anne's warm assurances 
that, 'A spite of all, she would soon find a 
meani to iai^ofli{>ll8h what she had promised. 
An extreme despondency sunk upon him, that 
prepared him but ill for the stormy scene to 
ensue. 

Ascending the steps of the shrine, and tap- 
ping caudously at the door, Henry smiled 
ferociously it the eagerness with which those 
in the chapel announced the circumstance to 
each other, and one hastened to open it. An 
exclamation was audible from Anne. '< He is 
^ere, he is there ! I knew yet he would not 
fail me, for life or death !" It was Roodspere 
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who opened the door. The lamps buming cm 
the shrine dispelled only the darkness imme- 
diately around it, though a shadowy glimmer 
rested on the costly tombs of the kings en- 
closing the platform of the chapel. But no 
obscurity could suffice to confound the colossal 
proportions of Henry YIII. with those of his 
young rival, and Roodspere retreated in panic- 
stricken amazement before him, pronouncing 
the terrible words, " It is the king !" " Yes, 
traitor and heretic priest, it is I, Henry, the 
king !" shouted the monarch, striding like a 
victor into some conquered city, over the thres- 
hold. *< So, what have we all here besides ? — 
cry you mercy, madam, if we break some au- 
thorised devotion — we wot well you are not too 
much given to the service of the saints ! — Ho, 
worshipful Master Boleyn, what do you here!" 
Are you so out of suits in ladies' favour that 
you have none to play servant to but your 
sister, Mistress Anne ? — ^Howbeit, merrily met 
all in a cage, my nightingales !" and he con- 
cluded with a short, checked, but eztravagsnt 
burst of laughter. 

" Alack, alack, I am betrayed ! The false 
bastard of the cardinal has betrayed me ! " 
exclaimed Anne, clasping her hands and wring- 
ing them in despair. 
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" Lady, I am true, whoso is false ! — Can yoa 
doubt me knowing what stake I have in the 
issue ?" said Roodspere. 

" Yea, thou art true enough to thy treason- 
rebel Lollard ! Or rather to the false priest, 
thy father's treason ! — and, therefore, if thou 
'scape the flames, the block shall reward thy 
fidelity I" said Henry, furiously continuing his 
adyance— while Roodspere threw himself on 
his knees in the way, about as prudently as if 
in that of a goring bull. '<My gracious 
prince! how have I offended traitorously ?'' 
He had hardly uttered the words, ere he waa 
liwept aside by the mere force of Henry's pro- 
gress, for he considered him doubtless alto« 
gether beneath his violence, or some lingering 
reverence for his cloth restrained it. 

" Lousel priest ! dost thou dare to make ques* 
tion with ine, knowing well thou art here, at 
thy traitor sire's command, to wed this insolent 
handmaiden to one I have solemnly precon- 
tracted to another ?" returned Henry. " Hold 
thy peace, rogue ; thine accomplices here will 
not dare to deny it to my beard !" 

**By the cardinal's command! — Most 
gracious prince, not so ! — His tyranny has 
compelled us to this!" murmured Anne, 
shrinking affrightedly from the terrific person^ 
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age that now approached her, and before 
whom she finally sunk, in her dismay, almost 
prostrate. 

*' Why, Mistress Anne !-^Mistress Anne, 
the nut-brown maid!" said Henry, glaring 
like a hound over an exhausted doe. "Whom 
didst thou look for so comely that we startle 
thee like the devil in person? So, what, 
fashion's very mirrors, both, wherein she shines 
the more ! — what do ye here in these simple 
garbs ? Is Venus turned milkmaid, and Apollo 
a waggoner ? You must take his wain from 
skyey Charles, so. Master Boleyn !— What is 
your petition, good damsel ? Why dost thou 
kneel to us ?*' 

" For mercy, my sovereign lord ! If in any 
wise I have offended you!" said Anne, in 
trembling tones. 

"7/"! — Nay, mistress, 'tis no offence to 
make a king thy fool and plaything! But 
which hath the better game of it now, think'st, 
ha? Where is thy paramour, Northumber- 
land's lily-livered boy ?*' returned Henry. 

<< Paramour ! My liege, I am no para*- 
mour !'' said Anne, reviving with indignation 
and alarm. " Your grace wots well I have 
refused to be a mighty king's; and 'tis not 
like I should debase me to be a subject's I'' 
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** What, then, wouldst thou have cheated 
Mary Talbot of her husband, further to shame 
us with so mean a preference ? Is not here 
the hedgeside priest should tinker you 
together?" exclaimed the king, literally grinding 
his teeth with fury. " Out on it ! to make 
Henry thy stalking-horse to steal on such a 
branchless stag ! But thou wouldst have 
decked him soon enough, belike ! Well, 
what matters it before or after the priest's 
mutterings ? Go with me to hunt the hart in 
my royal parks of Windsor this jolly October 
out, and at the end, myself will hand you 
over at the altar to your sallow boy !" 

"Your grace shames yourself rather than 
me with this discourse!" said Anne, rising 
with a vehement action from her submissive 
attitude. " But I will not stay to have mine 
ears set on fire with it ! I will home to my 
father's house at once J" 

" Then hearken.! — ^by the holy rood, your 
minion shall fulfil his contract with Mary 
Talbot instantly, or fast in the Tower until he 
doth !" yelled the furious king. 

" Nay, sir, I know that you are a royal 
king ; but, I would fain believe, no barbarous 
Turkish soldan, to order matters so un- 
righteously as to sever hearts firmly knit in 
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bonds of love, and unite others as averse !" 
exclaimed Anne. 

" Knit ! — ^Knit in bonds of love !" repeated 
the jealous tyrant, absolutely foaming at the, 
lips with fury. " Wert thou knit by all the 
church's sacraments, I tell thee^ Wolsey 
should sever them like cobwebs ! He should 
not king it over us there at least ! Or are 
we a madman, that have long dreamed our- 
self to be Henry of England ? Good damsel, 
to whom deem you to speak ?" 

"To my most dread liege lord and king, 
to whom I owe all duty and obedience of a 
subject to his good and gracious prince !" 
returned Anne, afirighted with the king's 
ghastly looks, for his sanguine complexion 
seemed absolutely drained white. "But no 
more — for more I cannot pay ! The duty and 
willing obedience of our bodies, sire, are due 
to our sovereign ; but our affections are not 
ours to give, or to withholdj^ since they will oft 
bestow themselves even without our own 
consents !" 

" Why, then, let thine be mine, and Percy 
take the rest !'* returned the gross tyrant, with 
his dread laugh. " Is it a bargain, ha ? But, 
nay, I will promise thee rather, when time 
serves, to pick thee a nobler and lustier spouse 
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than Percy, scarcely looking beyond an owVs 
ken in the broad daylight, to find him 1" 

" I thank your grace ! But Heaven has 
given me mine own eyesight for such choice, 
and I have chosen the Lord Percy ! — and no 
other shall ever find acceptance with me, were 
he manifold as lusty and noble as your own 
royal self!*' returned Anne, no longer sup- 
pressing the vehement fiame of indignation 
that arose in her heart. 

" Why so ! — is it so ?" said Henry, gazing 
with irresolute fury at the beautiful speaker. 
But his mood suddenly changed, and to the 
great astonishment of the spectators, he 
cast himself on his knees before hb 
arisen suppliant, and — ^wonder of wonders ! — 
with tears rolling in large gouts down his 
cheeks, and with sobs of mingled rage and 
passion, he continued his stormy wooing in 
another strain. ''Lo ye, then, my lad, and 
my love ! I do kneel to you for mercy that 
never knelt to any greater than myself, save 
Him who dwells above us all in bliss eterne ! 
What is this unlicked cub — this vassal Earlie's 
son — ^in compare with a royal and victorious 
king ? Be mine, and in return I will be thy 
lowliest slave — call no other lady queen of 
my lance and heart for aye ! Thou shalt be 
my sole love and beauteous Eosamund, and 
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whatsoeyer thou wilt of wealth, and rank, and 
honour, for thyself and all thy kin, shall be 
thine for the asking !" 

" I beseech you, sire, debase not your royal 
person thus before your vassal — the handmaid 
of your royal and virtuous consort !" exclaimed 
Anne, in extreme dismay, wringing her hands, 
but not venturing on any gesture to urge her 
request. 

" And was not Hagar the handmaid of 
Sarah, and did not the ancient King of Araby 
prefer her to his withered yokemate ?'* re- 
turned Henry. 

" I know not ! I know only he cast her 
forth into the desert when Sarah so willed it !" 
said Anne. " But, I beseech your grace, no 
more of this ! I wot well you speak these 
words — have oft spoken the like — only to the 
intent to divert yourself, and prove me against 
mine enemies' unjust reports ! But, to spare 
you henceforth the labour of asking, and 
myself the shame and grief of answering any 
such question, I desire you to take this as 
my eternal reply : I will rather lose my life 
than my honour ! Your wife I cannot be, 
both because mine estate is too infinitely below 
your highness's, and because you are already 
most royally mated! Your mistress I will 
not be! And therefore I beseech you most 
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earnestly to trouble my union with the Lord 
f ercy no more, with whom are all my desires 
and affections, indissolubly as light goeth with 
the sun and accompanies him all day into 
darkness !" 

"And dost thou dare protest it to our 
living face ? Ho, minion, traitress, hast thou 
fooled us all along with such a resolve in thy 
heart ?'' said Henry, springing on his feet, in 
a renewed paroxysm of rage. 

" 1 sought but to win your royal protection 
against the cardinal ! I swear to your grace 
that never — till it pleased you on a sudden to 
clutch me so unmanneredly in your arms, in 
the Antioch Chamber, and force your kisses 
on my unwilling lips — dreamed I you deigned 
to look from your sphere of the sun upon me 
with any but such gracious warmth as it 
throws on all mankind alike !" said Anne. 

"False syren, thou liest!** returned the 
king. "When I doated on thy strains — 
when I drank the music of thy song — when I 
prisoned myself in the tedious company of my 
sad queen only to gaze on thee — couldst 
thou doubt for whose love all was? — I will 
have no wife at all! Wolsey shall divorce 
me from Katharine* s clay- cold couch ; but I 
will not wed the widow of Alen^on ! Thou 
shalt be mine only, and I will be only thine ! 
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How say you, sweetheart, will you be mine on 
these conditions, and away with me to 
Windsor this very hour, where I will instate 
my new-made queen in all but the foolish 
rigol of sovereignty !" 

" Force it is then that I must repeat ! — I 
do utterly abhor and reject your proflfers!" 
returned Anne, with reckless impetuosity. 
" Nay, more, I tell you, sire ! — were it even 
possible for you to make my blood royal, and 
dower me with lands as broad as any ever 
your Plantagenet ancestors possessed, or your 
Tudor ones lacked, and so make me your 
equal, and fit to share your throne, were it 
unoccupied — I would refuse it, and rather be 
Percy's countess than Henry's queen !" 

This declaration, which was meant to destroy 
any vestige of hope in Henry's breast, only 
roused his tyrannous passions into madness. 
'* Is it even so ?" he shouted. " Then hear 
me in this I swear, by holy Edward who 
listens ! — ^if I win thee not, none other shall ! 
I will set my kingdom in a blaze — ^reduce it 
again to a petty lordship in Wales — let my 
crown pass away to strangers, as headless 
Buckingham's soothsayer promised him^ 
rather than suffer it! But why threaten I 
thus when thou art mine already ? By fair 
means or foul, mine thou shalt be — mine this 
very night, this hour, this instant I" 
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He attempted as he spoke to seize the 
afirighted lady in his arms ; but she shrunk 
down, eluded the clutch, and fled with a shriek 
of terror, towards the group i^hich listened 
in utter consternation to this dialogue. But 
among them all, only Eoodspere had the 
courage to step forward and interpose himself 
between Anne and the pursuing king. 

*' Sire, remember that you are a king and a 
knight! — ^that your father's ashes repose 
beneath these roofs!" said Roodspere, con- 
fronting the king firmly and unflinchingly, 
though without any gesture either of off'ence 
or defence. 

" Jesu to witness ! — and who art thou to 
cry halt to a king?" said Henry, clutching 
his sword from the scabbard, and waving it in 
a terrific flourish over his head, while Eood- 
spere stood stiU and unmoved within its 
deadly whirl. 

" Kill me, sire, you may ! But else I will 
not cease to remind you that she whom you 
assail is a woman, and your subject, whom as 
such you are bound rather to protect with 
this brandished glaiveT' said Roodspere. 

'* And, sire, my sister is the daughter of one 
of your most faithful servants! — niece to 
another whose deeds merit no such recom- 
pense!" said George Boleyn, rallying under 
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this advance from the paralysis of the super- 
stitious loyalty and awe of the kingly majesty 
in which courtiers and populace alike were 
in those days trained. 

•« Your highness may well perceive hereby — 
if proof were lacking— how treason and heresy 
go hand in hand !" said the deep tones of Prior 
Sancgraaly who, with Suffolk and Gislebert, 
had entered the chamber for some time at 
the entrances from the altar. 

" What, and are ye all here ?" said Henry, 
rolling his haggard eyes around the two 
groups, and seeming for the first time con- 
scious of his numerous auditory. " Well, well, 
George Boleyn !" he continued, with panting 
sighs, <* take her hence — take her home to your 
wise sire, who can see the grass growing in 
France, but not how his own threshold is on 
fire ! And tell him— tell Sir Thomas Boleyn— 
that for her rank disobedience and insolenc^y 
we deprive his daughter of her place near the 
person of our queen, banish her from the 
court, and bid her retire to your old house at 
Hever— until she shall hear further from us ! 
What! and doth she feign to swoon, to melt 
our just indignation ?" 

But Anne Boleyn feigned not. Even her 
high spirit yielded when this climax of insuU 
and disgrace was heaped upon her ; and in spite 
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'of all her brother's efforts to support her, she 
sunk in a deep swoon, and as it chanced, into 
the ancient coronation chair which then stood 
close to the shrine. And now — ^her hair dis- 
hevelled in the struggle with the king, and es- 
caping from her coif, and her head falling 
back powerlessly on the regal chair — ^gave a 
true imiage of the terrible antithesis of her 
destiny ! 

Henry's fierce passions instantly took a new 
turn. •• Help, our Lady ! I have killed her — 
she is diead 1" he exclaimed, and disregarding 
the sanctity of the altar-cup he perceived on 
the shrii^ he snatched it, and poured some 
wine, it contuned, into Anne's pallid lips. 
No oiie, of all those who witnessed his sub- 
sequent prodigal aiid almost frantic efforts to 
restore her to consciousness, could have 
doubted the ferocious sincerity of his passion. 
But the moment these efforts succeeded, his 
vindictive sentiments returned. " Bear her 
hence, and forget no word of your charge, 
(George Bdleyn ! Suffolk, go with them and 
see, ihem safely sped !" he said, and Anne 
arose dizzily to obey his imperious gesture. 
But even then, Henry had the mortification to 
hear her mutmur, half consciously, " Where 
is Percy ?— Oh, have ye kiUed him too ?" 
'^feacei^eace^ madam; he is safe enough 
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if your rash utterances bring him not into 
peril ! Ye should have dreamed a nobler 
dream as ye slept there, on the Stone of Des- 
tiny !" whispered ^Suffolk, in warning tones^ — 
alluding to the block of legendary granite 
then as now — placed under the coronation 
chair. 

*< If he is safe, let us hence !" said Anne, 
with bewildered eagerness. 

"Why stand ye there at debate, Suf- 
folk V* shouted Henry, till the aisles rang again 
with the echoes of his formidable voice* 

" And now, sire, — the cardinal's false priest 
and bastard ! what is to be done with him V 
said Sancgraal, while Suffolk and George 
Boleyn hurried Anne out of the chapel — who 
yet, as she passed Roodspere, paused as if 
struck by some recollection •— then, over- 
whelmed with the consciousness of her power- 
lessness to render him any aid, she gave a glance 
of despairing anguish at him, and disappeared. 
" Ah, we will pay the cardinal for his merry 
geste !" said Henry, with vengeful bitterness. 
" Keep him cooped in your prison, monk, till 
I have time to adjudge him to the flames 1 I 
see well he is a confirmed and matchless 
heretic, as well as traitor ! — and we will make 
red embers of him, or three sunsets more light 
^^r bridegroom to his lawful Talbot couch !— 
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Hence with him, prior ! — ^Ye have the place 
still where ye kept Marchant Hunne, I 
wot!" . 

By this time a throng of the monks, headed 
by the powerfnl sacristan, Walter Wenlock, 
had gathered round Roodspere. All possi- 
bility of physical resistance, even if he had 
been inclined to offer any, was evidently out 
of the question, and the visitor resigned him- 
self, with the calmness of despair, into the 
hands of his enemies. Walter Wenlock ap- 
peared to have received his orders, and imme- 
diately conducted the prboner, with a joyful 
and numerous attendance of the monks, from 
the king's presen^i and the church itself, to 
the Gatehouse. 
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CHAPTER XXTX, 
THE GATEHOTTSE. 

It was a brief walk across the churchyard 
to the Gatehouse Prison, and Roodepere 
speedily found himself, still in the clutch of 
his captors, under the frowning shadows of 
its arch. The Sanctuary gate in it was 
closed, as was always the case after vespers, and 
he could not help smiling sorrowfully, re« 
membering the little jailer's promise to him- 
self, when he heard the sacristan, in tones 
hoarser than the note of any raven — ^much 
more of a woodpigeon — clamour at the iron- 
door in the arch admitting to the functionary's 
official residence, on the ground floor of the 
tower. And yet some delay was made ere 
Mugwort became aware of the arrival, and 
presented himself, with a visage of great 
alarm, to inquire the cause of the tumultuous 
summons. " The cursed shrew, my wife, 
will let me hear nothing but her bell- 
clapper, which is worse than thunder, and 
sours all the ale for a mile roimd about, lord 
sacristan!" he exclaimed, recognising the 
official. 
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" Fie on thee, rogue ! I will have thee ex- 
communicate with book and candle, for a false 
calumny and a liar, as thou art !*' shouted 
Long Meg, from the depths of an apartment 
whose great extent and gloom, and the glow 
of flames in a vast chimney casting a redden- 
ing glare around — ^in unison with her presence 
— might have furnished Dante with some ideas 
for a compartment in his Inferno. Mugwort 
paid little attention to this reclamation, con- 
tinuing to survey the group before him with 
marked anxiety, and even alarm. 

" I do trust, Dan Walter,'* he then observed, 
" you have not brought me a new prisoner V* 

" Ay, but I have, and this is he ! — and he 
is to be put in the safest ward you have. Mug- 
wort, in the top room, where Hunne was 
secreted from all but the devil ! — ^And, look, 
on peril of thy neck, which I will else twist 
with mine own hand, that thou let none have 
access to him, whose entrance thou canst bar, 
unless he bring with him the lord prior's 
great gold cross as a sign !*' replied Sacristan 
Wenlock, imceremoniously dragging his pri- 
soner forward by his coif, and rudely thrusting 
him over the threshold of the ground-floor 
dungeon. 

** Marry, be praised ! hath he come at 
last, and is the good Abbey quit of the Lollard 
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nightmare ?" vociferated Long Meg, hurriedly 
approaching. " Never fear, my Lord Walter — 
I will watch him if none other doth, like 
the apple of mine eye I Master visitor, you 
are very welcome — ^I trow you will have cause 
to study more scholarly matters now than 
a little drunken weasel's lies against his law- 
ful flesh — reprehending her for the same, 
as an they were truths pricked out of 
the breviary! — and the rogue himself may* 
take warning by what you are come to — -jesting 
at our Lady of Westminster's miracles, and 
saying that she hath wheels in her head to 
turn her eyes !*' 

** Speak not thus unadvisedly against thine 
husband, woman, whom God hath appointed 
thee to love and cherish — against me, even 
what thou wilt!'* replied Roodspere, with 
a patience and benignity that somewhat soft- 
ened even this terrific virago. 

" Well, sir, as I said, you are very welcome 
— more for the Abbey's sake — for I wish you 
no such great matter of harm neither as to die 
hot! Willie, gaby! bring a brand, and let 
us light master visitor to his chamber !" re- 
turned Long Meg. 

" Bolt the doors behind us, and we will 
see him safely to his lodging, good wife !" said 
the sacristan. " We must put his feet in the 
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dogs, too, tbat if the Old One comes for 
another of them he may find him in the same 
place !" 

By this time the idiotic turnkey, who seemed 
yet to have sufficient sense, or instinct, for his 
post, arrived with a torch in the shape of a 
burning stick, which he took from the fire. 
Magwort produced his keys ; and with this 
strange will-o'-the-wisp, uncouthly grinning, 
for a guide, the whole party ascended several 
flights of exceedingly narrow stairs, admitting 
air at perforations in the shape of crosses — 
even the dungeon- windows of the abbey were 
devote ! They arrived then at a door of extra- 
ordinary thickness, secured by massive bolts 
and a lock; which the jailer unbarring and 
thrusting open, they entered the fatal chamber 
in which Richard Hunne had met with his 
mysterious doom. But apart from its associa- 
tions, this lofty dungeon had a peculiarly dismal 
and deserted aspect. It seemed as if it had 
not been tenanted for a long time — as if, indeed, 
little or nothing had been changed since the 
last unlucky guest abode in it. The trusses of 
pease-straw, covered with a coarse woollen 
counterpane, forming the bed, were white with 
mouldiness and must ; the great circular chim- 
ney-place was strewed with the embers and 
ashes of a fire that had long died out. The 
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only other articles of furniture in the chamber, 
if they could be called such, were the iron 
shoes fixed in the floor, used as fetters, and a 
low wooden stool. And more suggestively still, 
a long piece of rope, broken or sawed into jags 
at the end, hung from a crossbeam over the 
roof. The barred window was unglazed, but 
a massive shutter, closed in one flap, and open 
in the other, seemed adapted to exclude exterior 
sounds and bights, or perhaps to confine others 
which it was not advisable should intrude on 
the public notice. 

Knowing that it was in vain to resist, Rood- 
spere, though surprised at so unnecessary a 
precaution, obeyed the sacristan's command 
without a murmur, and taking his seaton the 
stool, allowed his feet to be secured in the 
latchets of the clogs, the jailer using for the 
purpose a winch-key, without which scarcely 
the strongest wrenching-irons could have availed 
to set him free. No .other precaution was 
neglected : the shutters were both closed, and 
similarly fastened : and no approach to luxury 
or comfort of any kind was permitted. Long 
Meg herself was rebuked for proposing to light 
a fire, to dispel the gloom and dampness of the 
chamber. " Master visitor will not shiver among 
us long — ^he hath good friends at court — and 
Father Gislebert orders things to be left as 
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udual!" was the sacristan's sinister observa- 
Uon. " And for his meals, we will send him 
his refections from the abbey table, that they 
may not say we starve our prisoners at least ! 
And so good night to you, master visitor !" 

Roodspere made a calm response, and the 
whole party withdrew, Wenlock watching the 
la3t fairly out. The captive was now left alone 
in total darkness — and to what a series of 
dismal cogitations may well be imagined ! The 
destruction of his hopes — the irredeemable 
loss of Lily- Virgin — ^his total disgrace with the 
cardinal — ^the fury of the king — the malice of 
his enemies — the place in which he was im- 
mured — all combined to overwhelm him with 
the certainty that no earthly hope remained for 
him. A brief mental review of these facts-— 
of the events of the latter few days, but above 
all, hours — would have sufficed to dispel any 
possible gleam of comforting illusion. There 
was no circumstance in his whole career but 
seemed to array itself against him, and exhort 
him to prepare only for misfortime and ruin ! 
Yet in a carnal sense only ! for, in the midst 
of all these terrors and this menacing pressure 
of dangers, Roodspere's clear conscience stood 
like an angel of light beside him, brightened 
the thick darkness of his dungeon, and shed a 
beautiful though mournful light over the fre- 
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mendous uncertainties of the path he had yet 
to tread. It even visited him with something 
of a sweet though dreadful serenity, when he 
hethought him that the catastrophe he had 
been wrecked upon was perhaps a heavenly 
answer to the tormenting doubts in his znindy 
as to whether he did well in fleeing from the 
conflict, summoned only by the spells of a 
human though most hallowed passion I 

Absorbed in this revery, he was luckily with- 
drawn from any consideration of the dreadful 
associations of the scene of his captivity, and 
had not even formed the notion that it was 
possible some more immediate danger than 
the martyrdom he anticipated as the inevitable 
result of his position, might await him. But 
he was suddenly startled into some such con* 
sideration by the sound of a shsurp whisper, 
apparently through the keyhole, which came 
to his ear like the whizzing of a bullet. 
" Master visitor, be on your guard ! I doubt 
me Marchant Hunne's devil is coming your 
way, too ! I am Mugwort, the jailer, but they 
have taken my keys from me, to the abbey, and 
I am ordered to go on a fooFs errand into the 
Sanctuary— and Friar Gildas, that put the top-' 
gallants on me that night, is coming in like 
manner to shrive my wife over a hoop of hip-^ 
pocras ! Therefore 1 say, keep your eyes open I 
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Draw your feet but of the clogs, on which I 
did only feign to turn the screw— open your 
shutters — and, if they come at you, make the 
welkin ring with such murder-cries that they 
shall be afeard to do their will on you ! — Sir, 
if you hear me, answer the Amen !" 

" I hear you, good friend, and thank you ! 
But expose hot your own safety for mine ! 
Whatever comes of it bear only this my last 
entreaty to the cardinal, my father who once 

called himself ! — that he will protect — *' 

the name died away on the lips of the im- 
prisoned lover, unuttered, for it occurred to 
him that his betrothed might very probably be 
in worse danger under Wolsey's protection, 
than even the blighting influence of Sancgraal's 
superstitions. 

" All the saints keep you, sir ! but you are 
in ill custody here! Would it aught profit 
you if I took of your news to my lord cardinal?' 
replied the same friendly whizz. A sudden 
thought occurred to Roodspere. He remem- 
bered the words dropped by the king imputing 
/fo Wolsey complicity in the plan formed for 
Anne Boleyn's marriage and escape. He 
knew his entire innocence, and it struck 
him that by sending the cardinal word of 
his situation, and that he had important 
explanations to offer on what was pro-' 

L 2 
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btbly now Wolsey's own, he might yet de- 
rive Mome protection and assistance from him. 
Me eagerly responded to the jailer by desiring 
him to wait his answer until he could come 
nearer ; and finding to his great satisfaction 
that he had only to draw his feet to take them, 
out of the latchets of the clogs, he hastened 
to the door, and in a safer whisper through the 
keyhole instructed Mugwcrt to go to York 
lHaoe« request to see Master Cromwel, and 
delivtr a message which he carefully shaped in 
a mann<^r he thought would excite the secre- 
tiury'« aKiMitioaft. The little jailer warmly pro- 
naitiKi h> <^xtc<ati^ the bdiest» bat at the same 
lilM it ai^'iNur^ his wile called lo him, for he 
m^t^NT^v ^^ Ay. ay* wlwa thoa sayesi • yes,' — 
iW sWtU $tj^ ^ xy<iikr ^' sftd kuniedly loiewiiig 
ik vMk^Uv'^i^ tv> \W <4^viK ke redred. Rood- 
$^h(t^ i^fa;jiN>^^rv^ liKSQiHMd W ike skulttn, 
««^A. t^NMtN^ ;^; Wr ^viui s^ teadi^ mdd ^cir 
W^ U^ ^^^ :K\ 43»4 MOttRi^i ;a r&skiB^ b«t 

%^NiN<($i^^ wt^v ^^ ^tY c^Mflia UK 
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U was nine o'clock. In the space of little more 
than a couple of hours, the destmies of half- 
a-dozen indiyiduals — and of the futurity of 
half mankind — had taken an imchangeable 
impulse and turn ! 

The ghastly apprehensions naturally kindled 
by the warning he had received, and the ante- 
cedents of his dungeon, wonderfully subsided 
in Roodspere's mind when he beheld the open 
sky again, even thougK it shadowed a place 
of graves, and was so wild and clouded as the 
one he gazed upward to. There was the tur- 
bulence of freedom in the tempestuous whirl 
and roar of the wind through the ancient trees 
and towering masses of the Abbey, which he 
seemed to share even in his narrow coop. The 
visible skies seemed like an open presence- 
chamber of the Eternal, in whose sight no 
supplicant could kneel in vain ! All was as 
silent and solitary in the cemetery as in his 
dungeon, yet he felt as if he had re-established 
a communion with the outer world of men and 
their doings. He was no longer the living 
tenant of a sepulchre ! He even took a kind 
of desperate hope that Cromwel, or the Car- 
dinal, might yet interfere efficaciously in his 
behalf! And he was musing over all the 
reasons he imagined ought to induce the latter 
at least to lend ear to his distress, when his 
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attention was caught by obsenring a littei*, 
borne by fonr stout yeomen, with torches in 
their hands, enter the gate of the abbey pre- 
cincts towards the palace. He recognised 
the royal badge and livery, in their bearers ; 
and he was greatly struck by the circumstance, 
imagining it might be the queen herself come 
in person to ascertain the truth of rumours, it 
was possible, though barely, might already 
haTe reached her ears. He gazed very earn- 
estly, with his face close to the iron bars, and 
he perceived the litter was borne to the north* 
gate — the curtains were undrawn — and two 
figures descended horn. it. The gleam of a 
torch fell upon these, and with a deadly throb 
at the heart Roodspere recognised in one a 
novice^ in the other a Boiedictine nun ! They 
ent)er&d the church immediately, whose pon- 
derous door opened scantily to admit them, 
like a monster of the deep which receives 
some prey when it is nigh gorged, on the 
fiow of a ware. Both nun and novice were 
closely veiled; but could it be — nay, was it 
»oi almost certain — that they were lily- Virgin 
and SaxM^iaal^'s harsh accomplice, or at all 
«t«iit»^ bigoted coa^jutiix, Sista Barbara? 

This idea restot«d the most terrible and 
Mkoua of hit apprebenaons to full dominion 
^(^^ Roodip^t^i ttiBd. He saw that the 
y^WMittiMdwithtlidr conveyance the mo- 
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ment they had set down the burden. What 
could be the meaning of this ? — ^In his dis- 
traction he even attempted to call to the litter- 
men to inquire ! But the raving wind and the 
height dispersed the sounds — ^if indeed his 
oppressed faculties uttered any but such as 
sleepers strive to give vent to in a nightmare 
dream ! And for a considable lapse of utter 
self-oblivion and devouring anxiety, he con- 
tinued to watch the silent, black, and insensible 
pile before him, until his eyes glowed thick 
with sparkles — as if he thought he could pierce 
its dense walls at last with the intensity of hiB 
desire to search into their hidden mysteries ! 
He was recalled from this useless and pro- 
tracted investigation by the sound of a voice 
which he knew but too well, in the interior of 
the tower, but on the outside of the door of 
his dungoon — ^mingling with the jar of bolts 
that were slowly withdrawn, by an unaccus- 
tomed hand — singing, apparently with great 
carelessness, but with even more than its 
wonted melodiousness, these words,-— 
'^ Sweet DowsabeUe, look from thy tower I 
The sun shines fair on every flower, 

But thou must shine on me, 
Ere I can see the broad daylight, 
For clearest sunshine's dark as night, 
When I behold not thee, 

Sweet Dowsabelle ! 



Ill WS8TMIN8TB& ABBET ; Ott, 

Thy fkthor is a sUtcly Earl, 

Thy mothor woars a garland of pearl, 

I am but of squire's degree ; 
Ihki ware that white hand from thy tower, 
Aud 1 will climb, though death be dower, 

High as the stars to thee, 
SwtwtDowsabeUer* 

l>iai Olcori;!^ l)^«<^--$mgulg — ^ridtiiig bim in 
)i^ dui^i^K^ ! \V«$ he dreftniiiig ^— was bis 
UNMMii AlK>^iber $^NKie adnft? — or bad b» 
^wwrt^ >Qtitb $4tt(^;tTuI.»a]kd lexdatioBS againsl 
yww W« |Vitn$ ^vf »Mfte pioili^wMS deeeplioii 
tt^wniiiii^t ^U x^ «lilexi$l^l la dnee ptolifie 
W«iiM^ vM^ na^^l^ f Y<i ber coifcii \i«i Wr 
*M^ 4^^a^9t{$4 ^ finwY — ber dNlanfeMt of 
JiOli^'^^ia $^ b^»s$^'! Aaii lOn libe pie iiwa & 

W V yV<»K\^><!^^ VVj^ ^itc <&^«Ba» buaiL 
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his eyes in a profound sleep. This manceuvre 
was scarcely well accomplished, before the 
door opened, and Dan Gloria, in her usual 
scarlet robe of a chorister, and black hood, with 
IL basket on her arm, and a dull hom-lantem 
in one hand, entered the chamber. 

Koodspere noted that she paused for an 
instant on the threshold : he could even 
imagine he felt the glimmer of her expanded 
and fearful eyes, as she gazed round the fatal 
chamber. He distinctly apprehended that she 
gave a shudder, as if struck with a deep chill 
in all her veins — and that a brief hesitation 
checked her advance : surmounting it with an 
equally evident effort, she then continued her 
progress, carefully closing the door of the 
dungeon after her, in which a massive bunch 
of keys gave a rusty jingle ; and throwing the 
foggy light of her lantern forward, she stood 
for several instants as if in astonishment. 
" And doth he sleep ? — and here ? But it is 
true, no spectre crosses his vision here ! Mas- 
ter Roodspere, awake !— if it may be, you 
sleep !*' 

Roodspere was now satisfied no immediate 
personal harm was intended him, and he opened 
his eyes. " Who calls ? 1 am here !" he re- 
plied quietly, and seeming to awake. 

" Look not for Peter's angel ! — ^I am none ! 
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A Magdalene, perchance, who would not 
desert her blessed guide even at the bitter 
cross ! I pray you pardon me — it is not 
blasphemy I speak, for to save even one soul 
is to be as Christ in a degree, though it be bat 
as a drop to the ocean — and mine may yet be 
saved by your means !" said Dan Gloria, with a 
Tohemence that unpleasingly recalled to Rood- 
spere the last fearful interview between them. 
•* But meanwhile your own gracious body is in 
as infinite peril — and I am come to its redemp- 
^on at as great risks as ever you took on my 
spiritual behalf!" 

** Woman," replied Roodspo^ with calm 
»adne$$u ** I have received great injuries> bat 
I will receix^ no benefit from your hands ! 
And melKinks in this chamber you should be 
afHdd to otfJ» dither !'* 

*^Ay« it is a fearful place!" said Dan 
C51oTia> glancing around with a visible shudder. 
^ And grimly Gi^ebert has suffered nov^t to 
Ke f hang^ ^nce that hour ! — ^And as he often 
<^tn^ hither and penaxioes himself for days 
t^>^thcT^ mayhap the murther was in tralh 
hia <k<«^ ! And what were easier than now 
%(^ t'^peat it ? You are shackled in the same 
^^ iw - a;^ distant as Hunne irom every hnman 
a\ekd)«noe<-^wi^ Hke like most xogent reaioiis 
%l ]ii«^P«nt yo«tr ever again boi^ ailow^ to 
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enter any 1 On all sides you are desperate, 
Roodspere ! The monks have seized on your 
papers — ^by this, they are in full possession of 
the most damning evidence of your heresies ! 
The cardinal cannot save you if he would, for 
the king is made to believe he was of your 
complot for the marriage of Mistress Anne. 
Bat certes he would not if he could, for he 
must discern now how your horoscope accom- 
plishes itself against him ; and he will be 
made believe you have purposely involved 
him in your ruin by a false accusation of his 
complicity! I am the only witness of his 
innocence, for it was I who, concealed in the 
pannelled walls of Islip's Chapel, overheard 
your whole plot with Anne Boleyn !— And I 
do not purpose to appear in that behalf! 
This, and your treachery with Lily- Virgin, 
you cannot doubt, will overcome any weak 
impulse of nature on your behalf in his bosom, 
which at best hath only sprung in spurts, as a 
choked spring among sandy rocks ! And thus 
friendless, and spiked round with enemies, 
are you to present yourself before the dreadful 
king, whom you have mortally offended, as 
your judge !«— Your executioner rather, unless 
you accept the means of escape I come to offer 
you. Oh! flee, flee, Roodspere, from these 
fatal walls, where thou art like the red chalked 

VOL. TIT. H 
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sheep in the pen, marked for slaughter ! — ^Nay, 
it is not impossible ; for, on condition that 
both of us depart for eTer from his sight and 
danger — from England — Sancgraal himself 
consents to your escape ! And thus shall you 
save your own life and mine, and complete 
the redemption of my lime-twigged soul ; for 
your doctrines begin at last to shoot their 
painful roots in my spirit ! You have smitten 
away all the false props on which I leaned, 
and unless you stretch your hands, I must 
sink into the most fathomless gulfs of despair ! 
I am utterly aweary of the crimes and com- 
pany of these possessed swine of West- 
minster ! I would gladly be forth under the 
open skies again, and, whatsoever hardships 
and dangers might betide, would become a 
follower of thee and of the Gospel ; if need 
were, in woods and in wilds, faring on cresses 
and water, and sleeping on rushes, beholding 
how thou scatteredst those seeds of light which 
are to yield eternal day for harvest to all who 
will reap thereof! And while you preach 
your tidings, I will chaunt the Amens until 
the welkin rings, and end ever the lay with a 
per omnia scecula saeculorum^ which shall 
make the angels, bend down to listen!— <A 
holy jongleur and his mate we will become, 
and frequent fairs and all gatherings in the like 
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fashion ; and surely the people will pay us for 
our prayers as they do the pardoners and relic- 
mongers ! We need not stay always in foreign 
lands ! — But meanwhile, horses, money, every 
necessary, is provided for our flight to An- 
twerp ; whereat yourself said, or agreed, is a 
flourishing colony of as true believers ! And 
were it into the fiery gulfs below, I would fol- 
low thee unflinchingly !" 

"My way, I trust, lies not thither, and 
therefore, I need no such faithful accom- 
panying," replied Roodspere, with extreme 
coldness. " Continue on the road with him 
in whose meet society I found you, and 
foolishly thinking to move you to turn back, 
only accelerated your steps ! He hath spells, 
he says, to unlock the gates of red hot adamant 
through which you would pass ! I have none. 
But not into Paradise itself methinks (Heaven 
pardon me !) would I enter in your polluted 
society !— think not to trap me in so plain a 
pitfall as this I What simpleton cannot see 
the drift of this pretended mercy ? Sancgraal 
would have me hence that he may complete 
his blasting designs on my Lily, and establish 
her in the horrible belief that hath already 
nigh deprived her of her reasonable senses !" 

" And what canst thou do to prevent his 
purposes by thy tarriance in destruction ?'' 
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Ibe Abbey even now, and alooe ! Etui Sster 
Bailnn has beat ranoTed from her side— sent 
to Qeckenwidl to bid the nans come at dawn 
and leoove tibeir noviee into their sisteihood 
— for dovbt thon nothing there wOl be a plain 
re^dation of onr Lady's will, and to that 
eflfect! Faint with kmg &stmg, conscience- 
stricken, in the power of a fiend armed by 
her £uicy with the lightnings of heaven — ^what 
wJMcle dost thoo, who beUcTest in none, 
nnaginp will be wrooght to save thy lily from 
the withering blast r 

Bood^eve stood for sereral minutes utterly 
aghast and purified with this intelligence, 
which what he had himsdf obserred, too fear- 
folly confirmed. EBs thoughts during that 
period whirled in a chaos ! — a chaos, but on 
which suddenly an inspiration either of heaven, 
or of its fittest mtermediate, a Inave and 
bring heart, burst like light! It is certain, 
at least, tiiat the severest of the angeb could 
not have blamed the degree of deception he 
was compelled to practise. *• Alone !— alone, 
say you, m the Abbey, vrith this black vrisard! 
Ske is lost then indeed The ejaculated. ''And 
it bdioves us now to look to our own safety! 
— IseedeariythateLselmust share, in some 
crueller guise perchance, murdered Honnc's 
doom! But how is there any posaMityo^ 
escape hence r' '^^ 
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•* Listen I" exclaimed Dan Gloria, witb 
most joyful eagerness. "Long Meg tbmkd 
I have brought you your yictuals in thist 
basket — but there is a monk's robe under 
tiiese grapes instead of a poisoned eapon and 
flask ! You wot there is a tale that Sathanaa 
visits heretics, in the Benedictine cowl, up 
here—- it will mask an angel as well ! But in 
addition, Friar Gildas is below, with orders 
to the massive jidleress, his love, to see only 
what he shall bid her see-*-and he hath it in 
command to wink at my depcurture with whom 
I will, from this tower ! But deem not that 
you can play me false, Roodspere !— all the 
gates 00 the precinct are secured, and will 
only be opened to let us forth in company with 
a strong muster of the Sanctuary men, as a 
guaxd, under command of Sacristan Wenlock, 
who, feigning themselves Flemish traders 
returning home to Antwerp, will not stop 
till they see us faithfully tiiese !'^ 

"No matter — I am veadyi Where do 
these ruffians await us ?' ' replied Roodspere, 
seizing with convulsive eagerness on the garb 
which, for any other reason than the one 
prompting him, he would scarcely have put 
on had it been of inconsumable proof, and 
himself in the midst of enveloping flames. 
Dan Gloria, tossing the fruit in the basket on 
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the floor,, drew from beneath a layer of vine- 
leavea the Bene^ctine robe and cowl, it 
appeared she had brought with her, and 
threw the folds over Koodspere's neck, ar- 
ranging them carefully over his doctor's gown. 
And he Juddered to feel that she performed 
this office with a caaressing hand, and even, 
as if by accident^ touched his cheek with her 
own. But she started at the marble chill 
that encountered the pressure. '* Alas, poor 
youth! he is frozen in these gyves," she 
exclaimed ; ''^ I will get the winch, and loosen 
your feet; then, follow closely on my steps, 
making no answer to any questioner. Orders 
axe given to allow of our free egress— but if 
need were> I am armed to protect us from such 
aa will not otherwise be appeased!'' And 
partly perhaps in menace to Roodspere him- 
aelf, she drew her dagger gleaming forth, and 
stepped to the door, as if to get the bunch 
of keys, on which the winch for the clogs was 
also hung. Roodspere perceived he had no 
longer any time to lose, and the instant Dan 
Gloria turned her back, he drew his feet from 
lihe clogs, and followed with swift noiselesB* 
mass in her steps. It was his intention to glide 
past her, and secure her within, while he 
made a. resolute evasion from the prison. 
Bat light as his footsteps were, the acute 
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senses of Dan Gloria^ sharpened to a super- 
natural vividness by the dreads the scene in 
which she found herself naturally infused, de- 
tected the sound. She turned suddenly, and a 
shriek burst from her lips that affrighted her 
pursuer's hair erect ! " Mercy, Hunne I — 
mercy !-— Sancta Maria! Roodspere, is it 
thou ? — ^have the angels of heaven themselves 
set thee free ?" 

'* Heaven works at, times even by agencies 
as evil as thine ! It calls me now to deliver 
Lily -Virgin from the trammels of thy fellow- 
sorcerer, at whatsoever risk I — Stir not, move 
not, for I will hence, and hence alone 1" re- 
tamed Roodspere, seizing Dan Gloria by her 
mantle in a strong grasp. " Give me way, or 
—or to thine own blame only will lie what 
imseemly violence I must use to force it. Give 
me way, I say ! What can thy vengeance ask 
more ? I do not fly from my murtherers. I 
cast myself into their middest den, to rescue 
my betrothed !" 

«^What dost thou rave, madman? And 
askest thou such sufferance of me ?" said Dan 
Gloria, with the glare of a pantheress startled 
by the hunter in its cave. "What! and dost 
thou deem I have put all to the stake for thee 
—forfeited all other hope — even my right to 
vengeance, for I have confessed to Sancgraal 
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himself my love for thee I — ^have watched over 
thee all along more tenderly than men preserve 
the precious sense of sight itself ! — to surren- 
der thee now to perish for the sake of a pining, 
pale-faced girl, my rival ? No, rather than so, 
with mine own hand will I shatter that 
stony chrysolite tiiou callest a heart, and un- 
shrine her image thence, if there it is to be 
found !" And the half-maddened Dalilah of the 
nege of Rome raised her weapon, with a 
vindictive sparkle in the eyes, and a gesture 
that indicated she was fully capable and 
prepared to execute the deadly purpose thus 
denounced. 

Boodspere paused. " Maudelyn Hunne !" 
he then said, in calm but terrible accents, 
without provoking by any physical manifesta- 
tion the menaced outburst. '* Maudelyn 
Hunne I look aroimd you ! Behold those 
letters— -that stool — ^that rope! Have not 
yourself confessed that from the hour you 
committed the crime which makes this dungeon 
a place of terror to you, no glimpse of hap- 
piness has cheered the darkness of your 
recollectians ? Have you not been abandoned, 
betrayed, maltareated, by him for whom you 
have lost all else ? Have you not averred that 
you have no longer confidence in the false 
supports to which hitherto your conscience 
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has clung, slipping over the abyss? Why, 
then, by one good deed can you now balance 
all the evil you have done ! — obtain a right to 
look heavenward with hope ! Let me but 
have a free way — ^let me hasten to the rescue 
of the innocent girl whom so causelessly you 
hate ; for never, never — had Lily- Virgin never 
been, her ideal would still have existed in my 
soul, and marred all the effect of your wicked 
^cinations ! — ^never could 1 have regarded 
you with any feeling but the woeful com- 
passion needs must be infused, beholding a 
noble work of the Creator so depraved from all 
its meant purposes and integrity! And, 
hearken! never will I leave this dungeon, 
unless now and alone, until I am dragged 
forth by the myrmidons of your betrayer, to 
share the stake of your murdered spouse ! 
Let us try the experiment, and see which of 
us is firmer in his resolve. I will not tempt 
you to repeat thy crime, or use unmanly 
violence to make myself a path, but will await 
here, and thus, your resolve !" And folding 
his arms immediately before Dan Gloria, 
whose uplifted weapon still seemed eager to 
drink his blood ; and gazing at her with sor- 
rowful but fixed determination, he did not 
even retreat a step, while her arm slowly 
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descended, as if weighed down by some 
ponderous bulk attached to it. 

*<And Sancgraal said this man could not 
love I Oh, but this is love indeed !" she 
murmured at last, in faint, awe-stricken tones. 
"Go then! — I yield! Thou goest to de- 
struction, but it is in a meet and holy cause I 
Yea, thou wilt find Sancgraal alone with his 
unhappy penitent, before the altar of St. Mary ! 
Take this weapon ! Heed not the sanctity of the 
place ! The fume of such blood is a pleasing 
sacrifice to the saints — and strike as deeply 
as the innermost spring of that black stream 
which will follow the stroke ! — ^That one blow 
delivers us all, and none need ever know, so 
thou keep thine own counsel, who strikes it ! 
Until then I will remain your prisoner, and 
even here in this direful chamber, praying for 
your success ! Oislebert himself cannot thus 
suspect or accuse me of the deed ; and I shall 
remain to attest to the cardinal your innocence 
in all the accusations brought against him !" 

Roodspere shuddered — but he took the wea- 
pon which Dan Gloria relinquished, with this 
delirious effusion, into his hand. " Farewell,then, 
until— ^until we meet again ! The cardinal will 
and must interfere in your behalf — you are a 
necessary testimony in your favour!" he ex- 
plaimed. " Jt is a wise precaution ! If Sancr 
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graal escapes me he will conclude — ^you may 
assure him — that I deceived you to your good, 
slipping past you as — as I purposed, had you 
not turned head !'* 

** But give me your blessing— your pardon, 
ere you depart. O, Roodspere, one first, one 
last, one only touch of those holy lips to mine ! 
in assurance of forgiveness — ^in assurance that 
you do not look upon me altogether with ab- 
horrence ! Oh, grudge not this consolation, 
80 small and yet so infinite, for my soul mis- 
gives me we shall never meet again !" ejacu- 
lated Dan Gloria, in broken accents, and 
casting herself into Koodspere's now extended 
arms, she indulged for a few instants in a wild 
paroxysm of grief and lamentation on his 
breast. '* Oh, that when first my heart could 
love, its wealth of love had all been thine ! 
But now, I know, its defiled treasures are no 
fit offering to thee!" she murmured, in a 
rhapsody of anguish. « But, ah, blessed clerk, 
you do not fear me now ! Heaven be praised 
at least for that !" 

" Remain in its keeping till we meet again, 
dear sister, though, alas, an erring one !" said 
Roodspere, with intense emotion. **As a 
sister I bid you now farewell in this embrace 
—and evermore you shall find in me a loyal 
and faithful brother, whose office it is rather 
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to perish than to see shame or ill he can pre- 
vent, befal her!*' 

Dan Gloria assented with a profound sigh, 
and yet with a shudder, as she withdrew from 
that kind but cold pressure ; and then she her- 
self opened the door of the dungeon, and in a 
low, sobbing tone murmured again that word 
whose echo lives in so many memories like 
the knell of departed hope — unconscious yet 
that for her it was to be prolonged through all 
the centuries of time ! — earnestly renewed her 
request that he would secure the door — and 
the last glance that ever those two exchanged 
was given ! Roodspere glided out, closed the 
door, securely locked it, took the bunch of 
keys, and commenced the descent of the tower. 

He arrived, after a brief but cautious transit| 
on the last landing-place, descending by a 
flight of wooden stairs into the ground-floor 
chamber,, tenanted by Mugwort and his wife. 
Here he paused for a moment to collect his 
thoughts, and ascertain what obstacles awaited 
his farther progress. A scent of spices came 
to his nostrils as he stood, and simultaneously 
the voice of Friar Gildas to his ear. The 
cellarer was speaking in unusually sorrowful 
and complaining accents, interrupting himself 
not unfrequently with a vast heaving sigh that 
sounded like the puff of a blacksmith's bellows. 

roL. III. N 
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"He was the bravest cock ever the world saw, 
dame ! He had not a speck of white in all 
his black, save about his neck, scapular^ wise, 
even as ourselves do wear our robes ! Ah, 
dame, and he had no faults but such as his 
master also hath — for in truth he did at times 
drink deeper than was altogether to his good 
estate ! Then how he would strut before the 
hens ! O, dame, what a princely port and majesty 
had he ! No marvel the king envied at him !" 

" Hist» fair sire ! Holy saints, Dan Gildas, 
didst thou not hear a curlew-cry from above ?" 
interrupted Long Meg, evidently in some con- 
sternation. 

" It is only the crab-apples squeaking in our 
mess, dame ! Howbeit, we are ordered to have 
neither eyes, ears, nor understanding for aught 
that happens, high or low, to-night. And hold 
thee content, dame ! I am not a man to mingle 
in shrieking matters, and we are to be quit of 
both our plagues to-night by as harmless a 
means as man can desire !" replied Gildas. 

" Well, sir, as I was saying — I am as well 
assured as a poor laywoman can be, that my 
husband is a Lollard — and so I will prove on 
him any day !" said Long Meg. " And I can 
witness he is always gadding after master 
visitor, and he says he speaks good words, and 
that Hunne's ghost haunts up above for 
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murder — and that Father Qislebert knows 
who did it, for he found the monk's cloak in 
the chamber and hid it — and — " 

*< Ay, Indeed, that smells hot of heretic 
praYity !— dame, we need another little pound- 
ing of cloves in the hippocras ! But what 
matters it what thine husband is ? " 
said the monk — the latter words in a very 
djoling and tender manner. <' There are 
those who love thee, in whose faith I would 
defy St. Thomas Aquinas to split the differ- 
ence of a hair from that of the Pope of Home 
himself ! — why dost thou perk thine ears ?" 

*' Oh, Jesa mercy ! hear you not steps, dan 
monk ?" ejaculated Long Meg. 

" Why so, let be !— We that are in the 
secret know that all is well ! Look into the 
fire, so that thou mayst be able to swear on the 
pix we saw nothing — and let happen what 
will happen !" responded Oildas ; and Eood- 
spere, thus encouraged by the conviction that 
his evasion was carefully provided for by his 
enemies themselves, descended the flight of 
stairs as softly but as hastily as he could. 

"Oh, Sancta Maria! the devil in the 
monk's dress again !" murmured Long Meg, 
unable, masculine virago as she was, to resist 
one of her sex's natural impulses, and glancing 
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back over her shoulder as Eoodspere glided 
through the chamber to the open door. 

"Peace, peace! are there not twain of 
them? Let us feign to be as it were fast 
asleep ! Nay, 'tis no use looking after them — 
they make into the Sanctuary at once !'* said 
Gildas, admirably imitating a deep snore. 

" O, father Gildas ! what a droll art thou !" 
said the dame bursting into a huge laugh at 
this practical wit. •* But, by thy smoath egg 
of a pate, I never saw but one, so I must 
have been asleep with one of mine eyen at 
least !" 

•' Holy Edward ! all our hippocras is in the 
fire !" exclaimed Gildas, starting awake, as 
the rich fluid he had been so elaborately brew- 
ing suddenly boiled over the pipkin, and set 
the whole fire in a blaze of coloured flames. 
This misfortime acted as a lucky diversion for 
Roodspere, who nevertheless took the precau- 
tion to coast along the wall of the cemetery, 
instead of crossing directly to the north en* 
trance of the church, which he had assigned 
himself as his destination • 
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CHAPTER XXX. 
OTJB LU)T OF WESIHIKSTEB. 

FoBTTTKATEXT foT Roodspero, it was an qz« 
tremely dark night, and no person appeared 
in all the compass of the vast shadow of the 
huilding towards which he now approached. 
The only disturbing influence he experienced 
was a vague fancy — perhaps a reality — that 
he heard a shrieking call from the iron-netted 
window of Hunne's dungeon, drifted to his 
hearing, in indistinct and ghost-like tatters, 
by the furious wind. But this rather 
accelerated his steps ; imagining that Dan 
Gloria already repented of her concession, 
and was endeavouring to prevent its purposed 
results. But when he reached the northgate, 
at which he had seen Lily- Virgin enter, he 
found it so securely barred and bolted that the 
most strenuous efforts failed even to stir the 
massive valves. 

All Roodspere's fears and suspicions were 
heightened by the discovery; and confiding 
in his monkish disguise— or rather, in his 
agitation, forgetful and reckless of conse- 
,quences, he hurried round to the private 

X 2 
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entrance to the church from the Cloisters. 
But this also was secured with its mighty 
bolts, and on the inside, for Boodspere found 
the key in the lock, and felt that it was 
not turned ! Ceasing from a violent but use« 
less attempt to force this strong door open, 
he paused in the most agonised con- 
Btemation, large drops of agitation coursing 
down his brows. And it was at this moment 
of apparently utter despair that he was sud- 
denly struck with the recollection of the adit 
Dan Gloria had found into the church, from 
the roof of the quadrangle in which he stood. 
He knew that she had reached it from his 
apartment, and he knew no reason why he 
should not still be able to penetrate thither. 
Taking his resolution with the wild prompti- 
tude rendered imperative by circumstances, 
he instantly crossed to the arched doorway 
opening on the flight of stairs that ascended to 
his lodgings in the abbey. The door was open ; 
and mounting the stone steps with the air- trip- 
ping velocity of one in a dream, he found that 
of his chambers also ajar. But a dull shimmer 
of light within, which he knew could not be 
caused by the moon, for there was none, 
brought him to a standstill ; and he heard a 
murmuring of voices that further counselled 
prudence. A brief observation, however. 
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Satisfied him that both voices and light were 
in the farthest of the three chambers — the 
oratory, where he usually wrote and studied. 
A little further reconnaissance showed him that 
the confabulists were Fathers Gislebert and 
Nicholas of Cologne, who were earnestly en- 
gaged in making an inventory of his writings 
and books, discoursing all the time in low, 
eager accents, that attested the interest they 
took in their task. Both were old and dim- 
sighted,* and so thoroughly absorbed in their 
business that Roodspere, inwardly rejoicing 
he had compiled materials for their exami- 
nation so engaging, felt he did not venture 
too much in crossing, on tiptoe, the long sash 
of light cast over the bedchamber from their 
lamp. Two strides placed him across it, and 
in the shadow ; but the aged inquisitors had 
taken care to close the lattice against the 
vehement wind, and the most perilous portion 
of his task remained. 

But Roodspere quickly resolved on his 
course of action. He raised the upper hook 
of the lattice and ,held it firmly until he had 
accomplished the same with the lower one. 
Then, thrusting the window suddenly and 
widely open, he leaped out on the balustrade, 
closed it behind him with a violent slam, and 
couched close to the wall, among the dense 
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lamp still twinkled at the extremity like a 
remote star, and the intruder hesitated not an 
instant, though cautiously, to follow in its 
track. But first, that he might make sure 
no extremity should betray him into use of 
the homicidal weapon Dan Gloria had con-, 
fided to his keeping, with so deadly a prompt-, 
ing, he threw it away into the cloister. He 
heard it strike into the turf as it feU^—^and 
then hastened on in the wake of his*unwitting 
guide. Nor was he discouraged by obsenring, 
after a few steps, that the light ranished as 
suddenly as a will-o'-th'-wisp in a marsh. 
He concluded, very rightly, that Sancgraal 
had turned into the descent of the stairs 
leading to the basement of the church. 
Nevertheless he stumbled over the first two 
or three stairs in the eagerness of his pursuit^ 
in the opaque darkness that succeeded the 
disappearance of the lamp, and he was 
obliged to pause for a few seconds to make 
certain that he was not overheard. This ap- 
peared to be the case; and, resuming the 
descent, he arrived, after what seemed to hial 
an endless succession of downward steps, at 
the door in the south cross which he had 
observed to be the one used by visitors to the 
Hermitage of St. Wulfin. This was not 
usually locked, and moreov^, in these first 
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kours of Tvhat appeared to be his triam- 
phant success, Sancgraal could not deem any 
precaution necessary. Roodspere easily passed 
into the interior of the church, which pre- 
sented only an immense mass of darkness, 
wherein Sancgraal's torch moved like a rapid 
glowworm. But Roodspere was now familiar 
with the localities, and he followed without 
hesitation, even when the light again disap- 
peared in the windings of the ambulatory. 
Occasionally the white glare of marble, or 
the gilded ornament of a tomb, broke into re- 
lief as the weird prior passed on. But nothing 
seemed to attract his attention: and Ilood- 
spere felt that the same magnet exercised an 
absorbing influence on both. Make what di- 
ligence, however, he might in pursuit, the 
prior had entered the gates of brazen lace- 
work that admit into the mausoleum chapel of 
Henry VII., before he could arrive; and as- 
cending the steps of the sombre triple portico 
that conducts to it, he found himself compelled 
to halt before that transparent but impassable 
barrier. Sancgraal had locked the gate after 
him, and was proceeding, with a freer torch 
and more rapid step, over the tesselated pave- 
ment, to the Lady-Altar at the opposite 
extremity of the chapel. The tomb of the 
founder of tjiis superb mausoleum intervened, 
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spouBe of heaven, you still cherish an adul- 
terous passion for the heretic who taught you 
first to sin !'' returned the prior, with a stem 
etoiphasis on every word. *<Is it not so? 
Confess, and confess it truly; for, then, in- 
deed, must I conclude you utterly lost, know- 
ing, as you now do, what crime is involved in 
such a love ! — ^knowing that he is your father's 
son as truly as you are daughter of Sir Amias 
Paulet!" 

'* I love him still — and must, to the latest 
hour of my existence ; hut with such a love as 
need in no wise anger our Lady, father prior !" 
replied Lily, with a hearthroken sigh. ** But 
I have done — and I will do— all that humanity 
can, to redeem my soul from its impurity ! I 
cannot cease to love him ! — ^but I will never 
speak to him, never see him, never think of 
him again-^if it may be ! If not, our Lady 
will take pity on me, and call me up thither to 
dwell with her, where it is no sin to love !*" 

Every word of this utterance, to one of its 
auditors, was the sweetest, though the most 
meltingly.pathetic of music — to another, the 
most excruciating series of discoids ! 

*^ And dost thou indeed de«n, fooliah giri, 
that such a repentance--such an ahMgatkm of 
thy sin— can content our offended Lotd and k« 
h<?liesl mother? MiseiaWewo^Mi! tihimdort 
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but thereby render thy doom the more cer- 
tainly assured ! And with every word sinkest 
thy soul a fathom deeper in the seas of flame !" 
he replied, in terrific accents of denunciation, 
low-toned as they were. 

" What, then, can I do ? — Jesu-Maria ! 
what can I do to save me from your just 
wraths?" said Lily- Virgin, evidently struck 
with extreme terror, and clasping her hands 
in aghast supplication to the restored confessor. 

*^ Neither our Lady nor her Divine Son can 
be satisfied — no true proof of penitence and 
submission will you have given — ^until you 
consent to bear witness against this^man, of his 
heresies ! — ^until you complete your plighted 
espousals with the glorious king, who but 
awaits your consent to salute you his bride 
before the angels !" returned Sancgraal, in the 
strange allegorical style adopted by his church, 
in typifying the spiritual relation indicated. 
*' Fulfil these conditions, daughter, and you 
will have peace again, and the fruition of 
eternal bliss, even on this barren and rocky 
shore of time, which now with bleeding feet, 
as one cast from a wrecked barque, you stum- 
ble on !" 

Roodspere listened for the reply as intensely 
as love to catch the beatings of a heart it feai^ 
is for' ever still! 
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" No, my lord prior, no ; it is impossible I 
Our Lady was human once ! she cannot com- 
mand me to deliver his goodly frame to the 
rasping teeth of fire ! I cannot, I wHl not, 
avouch aught against himPf returned Lily, 
with a sudden energy, and even vehemence, 
that startled her subtle tormentor himself. 
>< Neither know I aught against him ! He is 
no heretic ! he shows me all his proofs in the 
•blessed books which also ye profess to ac- 
knowledge the foundation of all truth I But 
for what you would have me do concerning 
fulfilment of my plight to our Lady, which, true 
it is, you wrung from me formerly — let me but 
see the Cardinal — ^let me but hear him say 
that Raphael is not his son—- and, indeed, ye 
may enclose me living in a grave, and I will 
not murmur more !" 

** You have seen and spoken with the Car- 
dinal's most trusted servant— one well ac- 
quainted with the whole story — ^who received 
the dying confession of Eoodspere^s mother 
from her own lips ! Why should she lie then, 
and against her only child?-— To see the Cardinal 
himself will be but to expose you to his base 
temptations, which, now that you have lost all 
faith in our Lord Jesu and his blessed mother, 
may prevail ! It was therefore that this be- 
trayer was set upon his hideous feigning ! 
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Meanwhile, poor soul ! you saw not how, even 
then, and all the while of his pretended woo- 
ing^ he made merry with Prioress Juliana 
oyer your credulous beliefs !" said Sancgraal, 
¥rith savage irony. 

" Why, now,' prior, I know that you belie 
him— <and all may be lies alike !" said Lily- 
Yirgin, with passionate excitement. '* He 
thunned her ever ; it was she that vexed him 
with her foolish following, insomuch that at 
last she hated him, and spoke only evil of him 
alway !'' 

*^ What I say is true, natheless ; that was 
but a contrived show, the better to deceive 
your simple trust !" returned Sancgraal, with 
eyes that sparkled fearfully in the shadow of 
his cowl. " Nay, worse will yet appear of him 
when the whole mask of his hypocrisy is 
stripped off to the wondering light of the sun ! 
Meanwhile, doubt not, if innocent of these facts, 
he will have an opportunity of proving himself 
so! Even as I speak — ^by the king's own 
word of command, on perusal of our charges—* 
he is consigned to our prison of the Gatehouse, 
whence he will only come forth to judgment 
—and condemnation; for who can doubt a 
priest to be a heretic who openly declares his 
resolve to wed — Sancta Maria! — to wed^ a 
betrothed bride of heaven } He, a beggarly 

2 



150 WESTMINSTER ABBEY ; OUf 

clerk — a lowborn Lollard knave, abeady re- 
jected like a foul morsel from the loathing 
stomach of his Uniyersity — to wed a daughter 
of the Paulets, who fought breast to breast 
with mine own ancestors, the great De Valences 
— ^albeit, I nothing boast my glorious parent- 
age!" 

Lily-Virgin apparently heard little of this 
harangue but its first few words. " In the 
Gatehouse !—^n the king's warrant! — ^Rood- 
Bpere a prisoner !'' — she gasped, with a distrac- 
tion in her tones that might have confirmed all 
Sancgraal's suspicions, had any proof been 
wanting to them. And Eoodspere was com- 
pelled to listen powerlessly to the vehement 
diatribe in which Sancgraal renewed the basest 
accusations against him, denouncing him as 
the Cardinal's agent, as a wretch devoured by 
licentious passions, a heretic, a seducer I — while 
at the same time he overwhelmed Lily herself 
with vehement reproaches fiCnd assurances that 
unless she assisted to bring her lover to justice 
she would share an eternal condemnation with 
him in futurity. But if anything could have 
consoled Roodspere for this bitter exercise of 
patience, it might have been the words the 
afixighted girl yet commanded resolution to 
reply. *• Be it even sol I would rather give 
myself than Raphael to the devouring flames I 
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If he is four prisoner, and must perish, sacri- 
fice us both together, for if his heresy be 
love, it is also mine I Oh t heaven forbid that 
I should aid you in your- work !" 

" Wherefore not ?" replied Sancgraal, with 
fiendish energy. '' If thou lovest him-— as well 
it seems thou dost^-the sublimer and holier 
were thy deed to give him to his doom ! Sa- 
crifice ! is not sacrifice the very soul and seal 
of religion } Would not Israel have sacrificed 
his only son, the son of his old age— have 
slaughtered him like a mere sheep, to obey the 
word of the Lord ? What am I, Liulph Bigod, 
but a sacrifice even from my birth ? My mo- 
ther's pious longing and devotion to St. Edward 
sent me into the world cheated of my fair pro- 
portions — dedicated, from the hour I saw the 
light, to men's derision, -and women's scorn ! 
Have I not renounced my name and heritage, 
all the glories and pleasures high birth and 
rich inheritance could yield, to become a clois- 
tered monk ? And more than all this ! — far 
more !— Why should I not disclose the secret 
of a passion which fire from heaven lighted^ 
like sinless Abel's sacrifice— which dishonours 
thee not as doth the earthy passion of thy be- 
trayer !— but can content its utmost greed with 
the divine union of spirit with spirit! — which 
hath left no means untried to obtain.the con- 
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secration of the white flame of jour yirgin lore 
to heaven alone ?" 

Sancgraal paused; but, after a glance at 
Lily- Virgin, continued with increasing vehe- 
mence,— 

'* Yet deem not I am so cold, so insensible^ 
so cleared of all the dross of human passion 
as would render this great sacrifice none I I 
am a monk, but I have within me the burn- 
ing soul — ^the terrible vitality of thought which 
—I know not whether it be of heaven's or the 
fiend's gift — ^minstrels and poets receive in 
fatal dowry at their birth 1 The fierce blood of 
Norman conquerors and of sea kings revels in 
my veins ! Thou seest, then, that mine was 
no puny infant's task — to put the rein and bit 
upon those fiery passions that still foam and 
bleed in the curb I have constrained them 
under ! Yea, and from my earliest childhood, 
beauty in every form — were it but in a flower, 
in a cloud, in the waft of a censer — held a 
witchery to ensnare mine eyes and heart ^ 
Canst thou deem, then, that woman — ^being, 
as it were, the incarnation and visual presence 
of all the forms of beauty — ^the blush and fra- 
grance of the flower, the bright softness of the 
wandering cloud, the grace of the floating 
censer's purply fumes ! — attracted not my for* 
bidden eyes, from mine earliest dawn of sense. 
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with the most potent spells of all ? — How I 
struggled with this haunting and alluring fiend 
of Beauty, and came forth triumphant over all 
the temptations that gathered in infinite shapes 
around me, is not for your audience, snowy 
Lily of the Virgin ! But it was not the merci- 
less and unceasing severities of Gislebert, nor 
the massive restraints that fettered every beat- 
ing of my heart, every throb of nature in my 
veins— -that saved me ! It was our most holy 
Lady's protecting care, to whose adoration I 
had dedicated myself with a very passion of 
devotion, from my earliest childhood ! Yet 
what, indeed, is she but the deification of 
woman— of all that is bright, beautiful, pure, 
and consoUng upon the earth ? Not such as 
we behold her in this time- consecrated statue, 
indeed, I figured her ! — ^but such as thyself art, 
beauteous one !— or might have been if an infant 
heir of thy loveliness were feeding softly in thy 
bosom, like a lamb nibbling the first red- 
dropped daisies of the spring! Stand you 
amazed to hear such words from me — from a 
monk? I do but speak them that you may 
know the full extent of the sacrifice I made 
when I dedicated you, in your spotless purity, 
to heaven ! for I appeal to yourself if ever, 
until this instant, have I revealed, by word, by 
^sture^ even by look, the passion that devours 
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my very marrows with its cruel flame !— Yea, 
from the first instant I beheld thee, I loved — ^I 
worshipped thee— with all the powers, the 
frenzy of my soul I — with all the ardour of the 
fiery blood I inherit— of the boundless imagi- 
nation that revels like an emperor of the world, 
in my brain ! Yet I bound my madness in a 
million chains, and compelled it to gnash and 
rave, conquered and subdued, like the dragon 
of St. Michael beneath the tramp of his silver- 
hoofed steed ! I love thee still, indeed ! I love 
thee — ^but with a sublimed and celestial pas* 
sion which, reversing the carnal love of this 
man, seeks only a spiritual, though an eternal 
recompense, in the fruition of your salvation ! 
/ need no base sensual satisfaction! I ask 
none— or at most only the beatitude of your 
constant contemplation I The rapt communion 
of soul with soul, in the ecstatic glimpses of 
paradise that heaven afibrds, even on earth, to 
its faithful ones, shall content all my cravings ! 
We will be to each other a holier Abelardus 
and his Heloysa ! and my doom will lose all 
its sadness when shared by thee ! Or, rather, 
we will be to each other even as thrice-blessed 
Edward and his maiden wife, who sleep no 
colder now, side by side, in the sepulchre, 
than of old in the marriage couch ! All the sanc- 
tity, the beauty, the divinity of love, may be 
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ours, without its earthly stains ! And to secure 
this priceless object, to redeem you from the 
endless chastisements that await your constancy 
in evil ; if the sacrifice of my own existence, 
by the most cruel means, were necessary, I 
would yield it ! Judge, then, whether I will 
spare this man !" 

The frightful energy the prior pronounced 
these latter words with, did nevertheless 
not produce the effect^ he anticipated, even 
on the timid girl at his feet. '* Oh, now — 
now, I see why you hate him ! — why you per- 
secute — why you would give him to the 
flames, cruel monk ! You have oft affrighted 
me before with your strange looks, and close 
breathings, that seem laden with flakes of fire 
from the abyss ! But I am glad of it now !— 
I see why you should belie and wrong him, 
as surely you have done ; and the queen's 
majesty shall know — the queen's majesty 
shall know — why it is not good for 
me to remain any longer with you here alone, 
which I will not !" 

This imexpected turn it was, that induced 
Roodspere to pause in the blind and agitated 
attempts he was now making to scale the 
lofty screen that separated him from the in- 
terlocutors, and which afforded neither grasp 
nor footing, m all its smooth extent. 
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" This is why I witw^— if it be necessary to 
preserve you — ^bring Roodspere to his doom, 
were his blood sprung from the same fount 
as mine own, in a mother's heart! The 
brother I have is my father's, son, but I feel 
I should scarcely count him in the scale ! " 
returned Sancgraal. " And the only as- 
surances I will accept, are, that you fulfil, 
without further delay, your long plighted pro- 
mise to our Lord Jesu, and celebrate your 
espousals with him openly ! And that you 
consent to bear public testimony against this 
monstrous seducer, this heretic, Lutheran 
apostate who, forsooth, declares himself the 
rival of the Prince of Light !" 

'* I will bear no such witness ! I have 
plighted Roodspere my faith — I cannot 
make these vows you demand of me, lord 
prior!" said Lily- Virgin, with unexpected 
and extraordinary vehemence. "Take this 
for my reply — and now, I pray you, let me 
depart ! I have done my reverence to Our 
Lady and I will return to the palace, if I must 
— but I will hence ! Why has Barbara left 
me here alone ?" 

" Barbara has gone to Clerkenwell — to 
summon your sisters to attend hither, at 
daybreak, to celebrate your bridalty in all 
befitting pomp and splendour !'' replied Sane- 
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graal, in tones that sounded harsh and ia- 
flexible as those of destiny herself. "Dost 
thou hear me, Lily of the Virgin? On St. 
Edward's day last past, the year of your 
novitiate was completed. On this night must 
yourself decide on your eternal weal or woe ; 
and either you shall fulfil yoiir plighted vows 
— whereby only can you be saved from the 
noisome passion of the Cardinal, and the sacri- 
leg'ous wooing of his emissary — or I will 
prevent all future danger on both their scores, 
in a manner that shall satisfy you there is no 
refuge remaining for you but the cloister ! I 
give you until dawn to form your resolution, 
here at our Lady's feet in prayer — whence I 
command you not to depart by a hair's- 
breadth ! I will myself to the shrine, and 
not cease to importune St. Edward in your 
behalf I But if, when daylight comes, and 
I return to know what conclusion you have 
formed, you still refuse the outstretched arms 
that wait to clasp you in their celestial em- 
brace, I will instantly hold a chapter of my 
brethren, and proceed to the judgment of 
your heretic seducer! What the sentence 
shall be, you cannot doubt ! But the earthly 
flames whereto your obstinacy will consign 
him, are as nothing compared with the ever- 
lasting fires that await his rebellious spirit 
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when it flees howling from its tortured flesh 
into the gulfs of damnation ! You have heard 
of my doings ere now against the heretics, 
and may conjecture if I am to be frighted 
from infliction of j ustice by any fear of con-« 
sequences ! — But the King hath already con- 
demned your betrayer, and his wicked sire, 
the Cardinal — if sire he be ! — is powerless in 
his behalf, if even he will not rather rejoice 
to be rid of a rival who has so scandalously 
abused the powers he bestowed upon him, to 
serve his own as vile ends ! — Ponder well on 
these words of mine, Lily Paulet! and remem- 
ber that your seducer's sentence is on your 
own lips — not mine ! *' 

He moved, as if to depart, as he spoke 
these words, resumed his lamp, — and then 
paused, shading its strong lustre full on his 
visage, as he gazed down on the panic-striken 
figure at the foot of the altar. Every muscle 
of that countenance rankled like a nest of 
adders, with evil passions ! — and even the 
terrible words with which he concluded, per- 
haps, scarcely did justice to all the horror and 
atrocity in his thoughts. " Ascend to the 
feet of the Virgin and there kneel, and im- 
plore her guidance and aid ! — for who knows ? 
— If Heaven cannot give you power to imitate 
my sacrifice, hell may drive me on the imita- 
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tion of your seducer's sacrilege ! — Think of 
this also, and make your resolve!'' Then, 
with a darkly satisfied glance at the bewildered 
oountenance of his victim, Sancgraal slowly, 
and frequently turning his head, retraced his 
steps from the Chapel of our Lady. 

So far Roodspere, baffled in all his attempts 
to clamber the screen, without the certainty 
of creating an alarm, that would probably 
bring assistance only to his adversary, awaited 
the result of this scene with indescribable 
agitation. But he now conceived hopes of a 
more fevourable solution. Time was given 
him to contrive the means of rescue ! — Sanc- 
graal was not to return until dawn. He 
might possibly omit to lock the chapel, or at 
least to take the keys of it with him in his retreat. 
But Roodspere felt himself capable of rending 
the screen piecemeal away, if necessary to 
reach and rescue his beloved — and some such 
operation might be effected, if he was not 
obstructed. He waited, therefore, with amaz- 
ing patience, until he heard the brazen gates 
of the chapel jingle together on the prior's 
exit — he even listened, without venturing a 
murmur of consolation, to the nigh frantic 
burst of supplication and giief with which 
Lily-Virgin cast herself at the feet of the black- 
veiled statue; and which at the same time 
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confessed the reascendancy of the superstitions 
he had vainly hoped to remove. He let 
several moments pass — he strove to render 
them minutes — before he commenced re- 
tracing his own steps in the aisle, to the Dark 
Porch. But when he reached its extremity, 
he was, at once luclsily and unluckily, warned 
not to leave the superb little cabinet the aisle 
there forms, by the rasping of a key in the 
lock of the great portal. The complete dark- 
ness within the aisle sheltered him ; but he 
perceived that Sancgraal was resolved to neg- 
lect no precaution to secure his prey ! Still 
one consolation was deducible— that he cer- 
tainly meant to retire for awhile completely 
from the scene. Taught by the danger he 
had just escaped, Hoodspere awaited, though 
breathless with impatience, until the last 
gleam of SancgraaFs light had disappeared in 
the ambulatory. And his patience was in 
some measure rewarded, for it occurred to 
him as he stood thus in expectation, that by 
climbing the stately tomb of the mother of 
Henry VII., in view of which he stood, he 
might be enabled to reach the top of the 
choir stalls, and so scramble over into the 
body of the chapel. And indeed, the moment 
the light disappeared — without dread of dis- 
turbing the royal Countess's slumber in her 
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stately mausoleum, Roodspere clambered upon 
it, and found that he could reach the fretted 
summits of the stalls without difficulty. But 
perhaps he might not have found it so easy to 
accomplish the rest of his purpose, if a shriek 
bad not suddenly reached his hearing, which 
seemed to endow him with supernatural force ! 
How he accomplished it himself scarcely 
knew ; but in an instant he had slung himself 
OTer into a stall — leaped from that on the 
pavement of the church — and stood on the 
base of the Lady Altar. 

But where was the object of this adventurous 
passage ? Roodspere*s eyesight almost de- 
serted him, in the intensity of his gaze, searching 
for her form amid the dim radiance cast by the 
almost exhausted tapers on the shrine. But 
suddenly it was caught, and for a moment 
infinitely startled, by the portentous and terri- 
fically unmeaning brilliancy of a pair of orbs 
that seemed to glare down upon him from 
the now displayed visage of the statue ! A 
moment's consideration satisfied his firm and 
reasoning senses, that these miraculous optics 
were in reality two large and extremely bright 
diamonds that flashed, in certain conjunctures 
of light, with something of supernatural 
splendour on the beholder. And then he noted 
hbw the veil usually concealing this effect, 
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which depended a good deal on suddenness 
and surprise, had fallen off, and lay at the 
feet of the statue. He looked there, and per- 
ceived the outline of a form heneath the black 
covering of the veil— sprang forward, raised 
it^and with a consternation that almost took 
from him the power of movement, he perceived 
the prostrate and apparently inanimate form of 
Lily- Virgin ! 

He raised her instantly, and a voice which 
antiquity believed had once power to recal a 
spirit from beyond the else inexorable shores 
of Acheron — sounded in the half-departed 
senses of Lily-VirgiD, and recalled them to her 
powerless frame. "My life, my soul, my 
Lily, my all ! — it is I, thy Raphael ! — come to 
redeem thee from this devilish monk ! — My 
love, my wife ! it is indeed I, saved by heaven 
to preserve thee !'* 

A joyful, half delirious — half incredulous 
shriek — burst from Lily- Virgin's very heart, 
as these words struck upon her returning 
senses. "Thou, Raphael, thou! Oh, no, 
no, no ! — Thou art a prisoner in the Gatehouse 
— the monks keep thee there for the flames ! 
Pardon, most blessed Lady, pardon! — at 
least, do not madden me thus ! — I will obey 
thy will, if it be death !— but let not the fiend 
mock me any longer thus V' And to Rood- 
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spere'a increasing dismay she tore herself from 
his armsy and threw herself again at the feet 
of the statue, uttering a wild rhapsody of 
prayer and supplication, whose drift he could 
by no means apprehend. 

It was indeed only after a very considerable 
loss of a time, every moment of which was 
valuable, that Roodspere acquired a clear 
understanding of what had befallen his be- 
trothed. '* It is in vain, it is in vain ! I 
know thou art the fiend, disguised in his 
angel form ! Our Lady herself hath answered 
me, and would have me save him too ! O, 
Roodspere, if thou art he, but that thou canst 
not be ! — even as I knelt at her feet, lost in 
prayer — mine eyes glazed and misty with the 
tears I have shed for thee, imploring some 
sign of her will — she stretched her arms, and 
threw the Black Veil over me ! Her own — 
with her glorious Son's most woful visage of 
redemption on it— over me !*' 
. "This wooden image extended its arms, 
and covered thee with a veil!'' exclaimed 
Roodspere. " Hypocrite forgers ! or have 
they driven her mad ?" 

** I am not mad ! — If these eyes behold thee 
now, my Raphael ! I saw the statue of our 
Lady extend its arms over me — raise her veil, 
while her eyes flashed upon me with blinding 
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light, and cast it oTer me like a cloud of 
darkness !" 

" The measure of these men's iniquities is 
full, and fire from heaven will surely consume 
them from the earth V* said Roodspere. ** Be- 
hold, then, how thou art deceived I — ^I will soon 
show thee by what secret springs and contri- 
vances these wooden idols of the monks are 
taught to work their miracles !" And seized 
with more than the iconoclastic fury of the 
coming times, Roodspere sprang up, tore the 
Diana of Westminister from her pedestal, and 
as he cast her headlong down the steps of the 
altar, the intricate machinery of pulleys and 
weights, apparently communicating in the 
crypt below the chapel, became very visibly 
exposed ! 

After this display, Roodspere had certainly 
much less difficulty in soothing^the terrors of 
Lily- Virgin, and in inducing her to lend a less 
distracted attention to his revelations. With 
an inconceivable brevity — an electricity of ex- 
pression — he expounded to her all the dangers 
of their mutual position — the necessity of 
immediate action ! He enumerated with what 
truly might be called winged words, the 
discoveries he had made of Sancgraal^s turpi- 
tude, of the vile scandals he had propagated 
against himself — ^his own futile attempt to pro« 
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cure their deliverance by means of the alli- 
ance of Anne Boleyn — and, in conclusion, he 
entreated Lily- Virgin to accept the only hope 
of refuge that remained to them, and fly with 
him into the Sanctuary. " The monks can- 
not violate the privileges of their own asylum 
— the king himself dares not ! — My father 
will relent in time, and meanwhile, my sweet 
betrothed, if thou wilt give thy loving consent, 
we can compel his tardy compliance with my 
entreaties — I can convince thee of the false- 
hood of mine enemies' calumnies, and place 
thee out of the reach of all their machinations ! 
A good priest, who is there, in the Sanctuary, 
will sanctify our love by marriage ! — and we 
can flee thence, when opportunity serves, 
blessed in each other's company, unblamed by 
any but such as this flagitious monk, who, 
under pretence of dedicating thee to jheaven, 
would secure thee in his own trammels, out of 
all human help !'* 

But extreme and pressing as was the danger, 
the superstitious novice recoiled with a species 
of horror from this proposition. " O, Raphael, 
Raphael ! shall I not thus become the per- 
juress of our blessed Lord? Will He not 
wreak his vengeance on me ? — And He is 
almighty ! — no Sanctuary can protect me from 
His arm V 
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" No! — rather He will cover us with His pro- 
tection from the evil designs of our enemies ! 
— O, Lily, canst thou think that the divine 
goodness takes part with a betrayer and adul- 
terer, a murtherer — for all these I have proved 
Sancgiaal to be — against us ? — But as thou 
wilt ! — We will stay together here, and await 
his return, since thou wiliest it so ! — ^With 
what dire thoughts in his breast against thyself, 
his own tongue confessed, and the fiend he 
serves will likely prompt! — ^While thou givest 
him to the stake and the fiames, whom thou 
didst once feign to love, as dearly as the 
chastity thus abandoned to a ^murtherous 
ravisher !" 

This appeal could not be resisted. *'Let 
us flee then — ^whither, and how thou wilt I" 
Lily-Virgin munnured, giving both her hands 
to Roodspere, who pressed them in a transport 
of joy to his breast. And it was not until that 
precise instant he recollected that the manner 
by which he had himself entered the chapel 
was by no means suitable for the egress of a 
young female. '* But I will wrench the doors 
from their staples sooner than fail !" he ex- 
claimed, " or mayhap some one of the keys of 
the Gatehouse may fit the wards. — But at 
least they will serve me for forcing irons !— 
Let me bear thee hence, my Lily ; I feel a 
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giant's strength when it is for thee I put forth 
mine own !*' 

" No, no ; I can walk, I am not all ex- 
haust I" ejaculated Lily-Virgin, hurriedly. 
•* But let us hence indeed ! — lest our Lady 
verily stretch her arms to drag me back ! — Oh, 
what will the gentle queen say when she shall 
hear of this ?'' 

Dreading a relapse into the superstitious 
delirium from which he had with so much 
difficulty recalled her, Roodspere threw his arm 
round the poor girl's tottering frame, and led 
her down the chapel. But as they neared the 
aerial portals, a new, and certainly an unex- 
pected and appalling prodigy, nigh dissipated 
all the effect of his arguments and fond per- 
suasions. What appeared to be a phantom, 
arrayed in regal robes of purple and gold, 
crowned and sceptred, with a long beard, a 
bloodless visage, and the very lineaments 
ascribed to the Confessor, in one of the ancient 
illuminations of the church — visible in a 
dull 'glimmer that shone like a hidden lamp 
in its high-spiked crown — ^appeared ascending 
the steps of the Dark Porch ! The colours of 
the grave were in its utterly bloodless visage, 
visible in that pale-green, phosphoric glory ; 
and but for the limp in its gait, the Reformer 
himself would have been struck with the 
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appalling notion that he beheld the apparition 
of St. Edward, leaving the sepulchre to 
confront him on his way! "My Lily," he 
murmured, placing himself so as to intercept 
the first view of this pretended ghostly visitant, 
'*be firm; here comes this false miracle-actor,' 
disguised as St. Edward himself ! — the king who 
betrayed his people to a stranger ! — whose- 
revengeful bitterness despised the charms of 
the daughter of his enemies, whom he had yet 
made his wife, and who called his hatred 
sanctity ! Sancgraal comes, doubtless, ia this 
disguise, to complete his triumph over thy 
reason, and the miracle of the veil! Be 
calm, and thou shalt see how I will pay this 
conjuror in his own coin ! And lo, he is sent, 
unknowingly, to set us free ! — ^he unlocks the 
gates !'* 

" Go on ! If it be Death himself, with thee 
I will meet him, face to face !'* replied Lily- 
Virgin, in tones of supernatural courage. 
Roodspere drew the cowl of his monk's robe 
over his face, and continued his advance, still 
supporting the now wonderfully reanimated 
frame of Lily- Virgin, which yet scarcely needed 
his assistance. And thus it was that the 
simulated apparition of the Confessor, throwing 
back the portals of the Chapel of our Lady 
with a smooth glide, suddenly beheld in his 
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path the forms of a Benedictine monk, and of 
the youthful novice, visible in the sickly glare 
shed from his own artfully contrived lights. 

" Sancgraal Bigod !*' said a hollow voice, 
which struck with terror the inmost heart even 
of the atheistic but guilty prior. " Sancgraa 
Bigod! — ^why hast thou compelled me, the 
founder of thine order, to revisit the earth, 
and redeem this maiden from thy lusts and 
blasphemous simulations ? In St. Benedict's 
name, and by his power, I command you to 
yield free way to her departure — to lay aside 
the habit thou hast profaned by so many 
crimes — to hasten to the dungeon where thy 
murtherous hands throttled Marchant Hunne — 
redeem his miserable widow thence^wed her 
— :and depart for ever with her from Westmin- 
ster, into some land where justice may yet, 
perforce, leave thee time for repentance, if time 
can repent crimes so infinite ! Dost thou 
hear ?'' 

But to Roodspere's own amazement, who 
had scarcely calculated on producing more than 
a momentary alarm, and who was bracing every 
nerve for a mortal struggle with his adversary, 
Prior Sancgraal sank powerless before him, 
senseless on the steps of the Dark Porch! 
Extremes, indeed, had met ; and the excess of 
an atheistic incredulity which utterly ignore 
TOL. Ill a 
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all spiritual existence, suddenly lapsed into 
the infinite void of the superstitions from 
which it had arisen, a phantom giant, in the 
mind of Sancgraal Bigod! Concluding that 
he encountered a tangible evidence of that 
tremendous unknown his guilty hopes strove 
to ignore, even his audacious and defying spirit 
yielded to the overwhelming horror of the sup- 
position. 

" Lean on me, my sweet one ! — ^Nay, let me 
bear thee hence ! — We have conquered, and 
have not stanck a hlow! — ^The cloister door 
may easily be unbarred from within; I have 
the keys of the Sanctuary gate ! — ^Wehave but 
to take a dozen steps, and we are saved !" were 
Roodspere's ecstatic words; and with the 
speed of spirits newly freed from the bondage 
of the flesh, and hastening into paradise, the 
lovers sped past the prostrate form of Prior 
Sancgraal. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

THE SANCTUARY. 

^AKLY on the morning following the escape 
of Boodspere ^nd his betrothed from West- 
minstier Abbey, a variety of strange reports 
became rife among the least curious of the 
quidnuncs in the vicinity and precincts. Cer- 
tain authorities averred that the king himself, 
on examination of the charges laid against 
Raphael Hoodspere, had ordered him into con- 
finement in the Gatehouse. There was a well 
authenticated rumour that this interposition 
was obtained by the prayers of the saintly 
prior, Sancgraal Bigod, who was discovered by 
Treasurer Gislebert, at daybreak, in an ecstasy 
of devotion, before the shrine of St. Edward, glo- 
riously transfigured, and crowned with a flaming 
aureol l—^nd so insensible to all earthly consi- 
derations, it was with difficulty he was brought 
to understand that the nuns of Clerkenwell, 
with their prioress at their head, waited upon 
him, by his own especial commands, to receive 
a sister into their order, who, however, it 
turned out was, not forthcoming! Opinions 
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differed as to the cause of the latter disappoint* 
ment. Some said that the novice, Lily- Vir- 
gin, who was expected, had suddenly refused 
to perform her part in the contract, and re- 
mained in the royal palace. Others, that she 
had pretended a willingness to do what was 
required of her, and had effected an evasion 
from the queen's protection on the way to the 
Abbey. Certain knowing persons, who observed 
that the church was most diligently searched 
by Gislebert's orders, and with the zealous 
assistance of the Clerkenwell nuns, declared 
that the young novice was suspected of having 
secreted herself in the enclosure, to evade the 
completion of her vows ! Finally, it was 
whispered that, even in the Abbey itself, 
fears were entertained Prior Sancgraal's mind 
was somewhat unhinged by his persecutions, 
or, that the excess of devotion to which he had 
lately dedicated himself, had subjected him to 
the influence of hallucinations of a very singular 
description ! There were reports of strange 
averments he made concerning an apparition 
of St. Benedict, who had presented himself 
before him in a menacing and warning manner ! 
The miraculous image of our Lady was found 
dashed down the steps of her own altar, 
severely mutilated, and her fapious veil torn in 
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halves I Up to first refectory time, there were 
those among the monks themselves, who did 
not scruple to hint their suspicions that all 
these portents were results of an access of re- 
ligious frensy on the part of the prior. It 
was stated that Father Gislehert continued 
vainly engaged in soothing his delirious ex- 
dtementy shut up with him in the Hermitage 
of St. Wulfin. Certain of the elder brethren, 
who thought they might have some possible 
chance of succeeding to the priorate, if it was 
vacant, expressed their fears lest he should be 
tempted to commit suicide by the extraordinary 
^cilities ofiered in that dreadful altitude ! But 
about the hour alluded to, all apprehensions 
on this score were set at rest. Prior Sancgraal 
himself descended from the Hermitage, appa- 
rently perfectly calm and composed, excepting 
that he was lividly pale, and that his eyes had 
an extraordinary glow in them. Yet these facts 
could scarcely be noted, as he had drawn his 
cowl over his face. And to the great astonish^ 
ment of all familiar with the divisions of faction 
in the monastery, it was stated, and by the good 
authority of the almoner himself, that he was 
the fortunate means of satisfying Father Gisle- 
hert and the disquieted prior also, that the 
latter was labouring under no delusion so far 
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' as regarded the presence of some stranger, in 
the Benedictine habit, over night in the church, 

• and the reality of Lily- Virgin's arrival and 

- evasion from it. This official stated, that 
happening to be looking out of his window in 
the abbot's house about midnight, disturbed 

- by a faint screeching sound which he imagined 
came from the direction of the Gatehouse, he 
distinctly saw the figures of a monk, and of a 
female dressed in white, pass hurriedly out 

' of the Cloisters, and hasten over the church- 
yard towards the Sanctuary. He had an idea, 
he modestly stated — ^having observed the arrival . 
of Mistress Lily on the previous night — that 
it was the prior himself escorting her 
thither, impressed with the necessity of her 
taking immediate refuge under the wings of 
the church, from her persecutors. And that 
was the reason he had not given the alarm. 

Father Nicholas of Cologne returned about 
the same time from the palace, whither he had 
been sent on a message, with the intelligence 
that Lily- Virgin had not returned thither, and 
with most anxious orders from the queen to lose 
not an instant in her pursuit and recovery. It 
was now very evident that the prior's hallu- 
cinations had some extremely substantial 
foundation. But what it was that induced 
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^him, the moment he had learned these par* 
ticularsy to hasten alone to the Gatehouse 
prison, could only he conjectured hy the 
sagest of the observers. Some said that he 
suspected the prisoner so triumphantly lodged 
there on the previous night had effected his 
escape. It had already been remarked that 
the Sanctuary postern continued closed at an 
unusual hour, and the clamours of its denizens 
to he allowed their usual exit, caused the 
discovery of the important fact that the jail 
keys were left hanging in it, and that the 
jailer himself had disappeared! The keys 
were brought to Gislebert, but abruptly 
assumed by the prior, who besides rejected 
all offers of accompaniment in the visitation 
he immediately undertook to the Gatehouse. 
It was even reported by Benson, who wit- 
nessed the scene, that a striking manifestation 
of difference of opinion between these two 
eminent monastic personages ensued, on the 
gubject of which of them should go to ascer- 
tain the safety of the imprisoned visitor. 
Although Gislebert expressed merely a desire 
to relieve his exhausted pupil of a trouble- 
some duty on that score, Sancgraal, it appeared, 
made him an answer full of exasperation and 
revolt. " Master Treasurer !*' he said, instead 
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of addressing him hj the usual more respect- 
ful designation of " fjEither," ** You are then at 
last to learn that I, and not you, am prior 
of Westminster, and to the best of my poor 
ability, am alone to resolve on what is fittest 
to be done in this, and all other matters, re- 
lating to the governance of the Abbey! — 
And, hearken ! -— all tyrannies have their 
end when the slave will no longer be one, 
at whatever cost ! — and I tell you that hence- 
forth I reject and cast off yours l^-Ay, and 
who knoweth better than yourself, wherefore 
it is not expedient you should go on this 
office of visitation to our prisoners ?" 

Gislebert grew very pale, but he no longer 
attempted to chafe with this strange mood» 
and he handed the keys of the jail to his rebel- 
lious pupil, without further comment. Sanc- 
graal then hastened to the Gatehouse. He 
entered the ground-floor chamberi announcing 
himself only by a quick, startling rap. In 
a comer, on a heap of broom, sheepskins, 
and straw, lay Friar Gildas, dead drunk, and 
snoring like a wheexy bagpipes. Long Meg 
was engaged in sweeping up the hearth, while 
her tongue wagged without ceasing at the idiot 
turnkey, who with his habitual muscular grin 
on his ^visage, but cerUunly without any cor- 
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responding mirthful emotion, sate picking hay- 
seed out of the tangles of bis long matted red- 
hair, denoting on what sort of couch he stretched 
Wmself by night. The poor wretch probably 
suffered some species of physical annoyance 
from the ceaseless clang of that merciless 
tongue in his ears ; but his understanding, if 
he had any, was evidently not greatly dis- 
turbed. The moment S an cgraal appeared, he 
gave a low, joyful whine, and sprung up like a 
'dog that beholds the approach of its master' 
or of some well -esteemed guest. For some 
reason or another, the prior was peculiarly 
. kind and affable to this poor fellow, who was 
scorned and maltreated by almost every one 
else ; and his gratitude and affection in return 
might have attested his claims to a more ex- 
alted condition than the mere animal existence 
which, in general, appeared to be the only one 
he shared. But on this occasion Sancgraal 
took no notice of him. He addressed a few 
stem queries to Long Meg, regarding the cause 
of her husband's absence, which seemed to 
daunt even her audacious spirit, and inquired 
if he had left his prisoner in safe custody ? 
Long Meg gave but a vacant and stammering 
• reply to this question ; and, observing hastily 
- that he would ascertain the fact for himself, 
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Prior Sancgraal proceeded to ascend thfi 
tower. 

A physician who had seen him mounting 
would have imagined he was labouring under 
some grievous disease of the respiratory organs. 
He paused frequently, and breathed hard at 
all the air-holes as he passed them — and 
lingered several times* supporting himself nt 
the openings, and gazing outward with dis- 
turbed and perhaps not always very visual 
orbs. The turns in the ascent presented dif- 
ferent views ; now it was a glance over the 
monastic precincts into the great courtyard of 
the neighbouring palace, so often the scene of 
the splendid pageantries of the tournament-— 
and he ground his teeth with strange and 
seemingly uncalled-for exasperation. Anon» 
a pleasant view expanded over lands lustrous 
with the richest cultivation, browsed by tbe 
herds and flocks of the Abbey. Was it not 
marvellous that the wise and learned Prior of 
Westminster paused on one of these latter 
occasions, and gazed with something of envy 
and indescribable moumfulness on the fore- 
most of a group of cattle, feeding with 
its large tranquil head qlose to the green 
ground? "Doomed to the butcher's ai^e, 
it is true, but yet art thou happier fiir thaa 
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the cannibals that devour thee \" muttered the 
prior, " Thy brain is not the chamel house of 
the past ! — the madness of a thousand genera- 
tions of thy kind is not accumulated in one 
miserable mind, and called wisdom, learning, 
tiieology ! From nothing thou camest — to nothing 
tiiou returnest — without regret, without fear, 
without hope, indeed ! — but what is hope ? To 
me it were only a blacker despair ! For if this 
should in sooth have been a spirit I have seen 
— St. Benedict's ! — If the lies of doting 
monks, and forgers of confirmations from the 
unknown world, to stamp the charters valid 
that give us the possession of this — should 
have aught of reality in them, where am I ? 
But all are false alike ! Am I not myself the 
saint of a legend which Jacobus de Yoragine — 
James the Swallower, indeed ! — would right 
joyfully have chronicled in his Golden Book ? 
But was it truly mine own seething brain 
shaping phantoms in the mists that arise from 
it as from the cauldron vallies of the wizard 
Hartz ? Yet she also could not have melted 
away into air! — Yet as air she has vanished! 
Bather may it be the worst of all these fears 
—or all together — than this which now comes 
over me ! But all is well, doubtless, above ! — 
and by this Dan Gloria and he are safely 
wending tothe German Seas !" 
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Almost as this last reflection passed sooth- 
ingly through his mind, he heard the yoice of 
the person he named, descending from the lofty 
dungeon which he had now nearly reached — 
singing ! Singing with peculiar loudness and 
fervour, as if purposely to attract attention — 
hut with something of wildness, indeed of 
distraction in the utterance ! Yet that might 
well he imputed to the circumstance that the 
words and rhythm of the song continually 
changed, as if the singer's agitated thoughts 
allowed of no perseverance in any particular 
strain. For example, some such words as the 
following were sung to the majestic movement 
of the Gregorian chaunt, interpolated with other 
incongruous snatches of hallads and melodies : — 

My mother was a wise old dame, and she nodded o'er 

her wheel, 0, 
While from the drowsy cottage fire, forth in the sun I'd 

steal, 0, 
And meet my love on a sunny side amozig the blooming 

com, 0, 
For it was to love, and not to spin, that ever I was bom, 

0— 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Lore, love another ! — I can be 
As false, or falser than thou art ! 

Wert thou more treacherous than the sea, 
A deeper gulf is in my heart — 
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That thou hast fashioned me ! — 

I could have loved as well and true, 
As all the turtle doves that bill, 
But— 

« « « « 

And for reward of my minstrelsy- 
Let my only love, love only me, 
And— 

« « « « 

Merry, tis merry ! in France to go, 
A yeoman stout with a bended bow, 
To venge my King on his mortal foe, 
And quaff the Gascon wine ! 
« « « « 

Make me a winding sheet of snow. 

Bleak wind, that hurtles around ! 
Grave me, and let none ever know 

Who 'tis that sleeps so sound, 
For another cheek has won his kiss. 
And whiles I die he sleeps in bliss ! 
« « « « 

Red are the winter berries, love ! 

And red the robin's breast. 
But white as the snow they glint above, 

Are the lips thine oft have pressed ! 
What matters ? Fill the bridal cup. 
And guests, and strangers drink it up ! 
« « « « 

For if ever there was a joyous one, 
Say what ye will, and when all is done, 

To my grave, joyous I'll be ! 
And bury me at some gay vine-root. 
That my laughing veins through its strings may 
shoot. 

And make a gladder wine ! 

VOL. III. R 
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" What, hath she imprisoned herself with her 
apple- visaged apostle there or — or hath she 
hetrayed me ?" murmured the prior, and he 
ascended the intervening flight of stairs with 
precipitation — unholted and unlocked the dun- 
geon door, and entered it. A figure flew to- 
ward him, which suddenly halted as if struck 
powerless — and with looks aghast with intense 
and mutual query, the wifeofMarchant Hunne 
and Prior Sancgraal stood face to face. 

" Alive r 

" Alone !" 

Both words were uttered together, but were 
so terribly distinct in tone and emphasis, even 
while expressive of identical sentiments ; that 
neither auditor lost his share in the other's 
meaning. There was a considerable pause. 

**Yes," said Dan Gloria, at last, "Yes, 
Sancgraal ! — he hath out-cunninged us both ! 
He put on the disguise I brought him, and 
suddenly gliding out of the chamber, turned 
the key on me, and left me alone in this fear- 
ful solitude ! My cries in pursuit were in 
vain ! — unless you have discovered and recap* 
tured him ?" 

** It may well be so, if he joined the escort 
I provided for him — and the keys were found 
by Mugwort in the Sanctuary gate! Didst 
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thou tell him he could only leave the precincts 
in company of the Flemish traders ?*' returned 
the prior, breathlessly. 

" Ay, but I fear me, Sancgraal ! — I mean, 
I am certain your ruffians cannot recognise 
him in the garb I gave him — only myself can 
do so! I gave him not the foresters green 
habit and bow you bade me ensuit him withal. 
I doubted your Flemish traders might quarrel 
with us on the way, Sancgraal, in some lone- 
some inn or wood, and purposed to escape 
with him alone !" said Dan Gloria, adding, a 
little wildly, " But you bring me good news, 
indeed, if you say yourself have not seen him 
since! — ^if he made no attempt to enter the 
church, and rescue his betrothed from your 
toils ! — Or, sacrilegious betrayer 1 have you 
slain him there V* 

" Knew he aught of Lily- Virgin's being in 
the church with me !'* gasped the agitated 
prior. 

" Yea ! — to snatch from him all hope of 
ever retrieving her for his own, I confessed 
your project to him ! But is she not yours 
wholly now — a nun professed ?" returned 
Dan Gloria. 

" Treacherous madwoman I — and what dis- 
guise did your folly lend him ? The habit of 
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our order ? — Speak, I say ! — Didst thou en- 
due him with St, Bennet's weed ?" shouted 
Sancgraal. 

, " Why dost thou need to know ? It hath 
been worse profaned !*' returned the praecentor, 
doggedly. 

Sancgraal stood for several moments oyer- 
whelmed with crowding reflections of the most 
tormenting and exasperating nature ; but with 
dark intuition, he gave expression only to that 
which his evil science of humanity taught 
him would produce the strongest efiEect on his 
miserable accomplice and victim. " Because, 
if so, thyself hast completed the destruction of 
all thine own hopes as well as of mine ! — ^for it 
was one in the disguise of a monk who last 
night rescued Lily from my crowning and nigh 
successful effort at her redemption from the 
sorceries of his flagitious passion ; and they 
are now doubtless laughing at heaven's and thy 
fruitless rivalry, in each others angelic embrace, 
in the Sanctuary ! * 

An expression of unutterable anguish 
writhed for a moment over Dan Gloria's 
visage. And then it grew calm — almost ra- 
diant and exultant — yet with a sentiment evi- 
dently in no wise connected with any degree 
of satisfaction in her paramour's similar defeat 
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and misery. It was something holier and 
gentler — a burst of brightness from the clouded 
and blackened depths of the unhappy woman's 
spirit that denoted the light of heaven was 
not all extinguished in it. " Why, so let it 
be, Sancgraal !— <They are formed for each other 
— equally good, pure, and beautiful ! Let us 
not attempt to cross heaven's will, so clearly 
manifest ! Let them be happy in each other's 
beauty and sanctity ! The cardinal himself 
will relent anon, and join their well-matched 
hands !" 

" Ay ! shall it be so ? And meanwhile shall 
I comply with the hypocrite counterfeit's com- 
mand, and wed with thee ? I, Sancgraal 
Bigod, abbot-elect of Westminster, shall I wed, 
I say, with the refuse of the Lutheran camps 
of Italy, and resume my noble name and its 
beggared inheritance, to transmit them by 
such a dam to posterity ?" returned Sancgraal, 
with indescribable bitterness and fury. " Bide 
here then until Ritter Sampson comes from the 
dungheap of carnage in which he festers, to 
give the bride away, Popess Dalilah! — Nay, 
but you must ! Never grope in your bosom 
for the Ritter's knife ! — I have it here, in mine 
own ! Father Gislebert found it this morn- 
ing, stabbed in the harmless turf of the Clois- 

b2 




186 WE8TMIKSTEB ABBSY ; OB, 

ters ! Though how it came there, unless thou 
didst give it him to sheathe in the hreast for 
which thou destinedst it heretofore, and he 
dropped it on the way ! — or how he got into the 
church, unless thou hast taught him the means 
from his chamher, by the gallery window, 
treacherous hag ! — defies all calculation !*' 

The recollections that thronged upon Dan 
Gloria, and painted themselves in her varying 
hues as these words were spoken, deprived her 
of the power — perhaps of the will — to attempt 
any refutation. Moreover her thoughts passed 
to a nearer consideration, observing Sancgraal 
about to take his departure. " Do with me 
what else thou wilt — if all be as thou hast 
said — but do not dungeon me any longer here !" 
she exclaimed, in piercing accents of entreaty. 
*' O, Sancgraal ! I shall madden in this cham- 
ber ! Thou knowest not what a hideous night 
I have passed here ! What howling shrieks 
and groans sounded in mine ears ! — And at 
midnight there was so aghast a tragedy played 
before mine eyes, that these locks thou wouldst 
once say shamed the raven's inky gloss, will 
whiten ere I see another sundown !" 

•* You drink too much wine, Maudelyn ! — 
CKldas himself says so !" returned Sancgraal, 
with sardonic calm. " The spiritual world 



THE SAYS OP THS EEPOBMATIOK. 187 

casts no shadows upon ours — save the one vast 
eclipse its fond belief makes of the cheerful 
sun, eternally, on all mankind ! Fear not : 
there are no apparitions but such as liars and 
impostors have devised — ^like him who assumed 
to be St. Benedict last night, and fooled my- 
self so shamefully that — but I will have ven- 
geance yet! Meanwhile I will take care that 
your diet henceforth is not such as to raise 
these fumes in your brain ! — I do not fear 
besides that you are likely to imitate your 
husband's example ! — he left the rope too 
short !" 

" Felon ! he died not by his own hands ! — 
I saw the whole acting of his tragedy last 
night — and I will proclaim the truth to the 
world !" said Dan Gloria, in the accent of des- 
peration. 

. '* Proclaim, proclaim ! Heralds do won- 
tedly take high stations for their solemn utter- 
ances ! — and the angels will hear thee hence 
perchance, if they have not orders to turn their 
heads away whenever thou dost make speech 
to them ! Men, methinks, will scarcely catch 
the sounds, from such a height above their 
wallowing place ! And if they do, master 
praecentor has so long been thought a crazed 
one, in our Abbey, that for him to gnash his 
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teeth at dungeon bars is but to confirm an old 
opinion !" 

** Devil in heart even more than in person !— - 
but I have a voice that shall be heard below, 
were I as high perched as the skylark when 
he shows no bigger than a silvery mote in the 
blue !" returned Dan Gloria. 

" Nay, Maudelyn, nay! teach thyself a 
wiser patience I" said Sancgraal, after a pause 
of reflection. " It is as much for thine own 
safety as for mine that I must keep you pri- 
soned here awhile. For if this heretic be 
abroad in safety — unless thou hast well kept 
the secret— I fear me thou hast betrayed, sith 
he called thee Hunne's wife to my teeth!— -he 
will not fail to accuse us of all that makes it 
most necessary to keep thy person out of 
scrutiny and in surety ! Answer me I— is it 
not so ? But thy darkening brow confesses 
without words ! Be not afraid — I have been at 
confession too, and have not thy sex's folly for 
an excuse ! — I alone will keep the key of your 
seclusion— dread not Gislebert — and this cham- 
ber, which strikes thee with dread, is in reality 
thy best protection I Only old 1 men repeat 
themselves! — and thou sayest Gislebert did 
not slay Hunne I Meanwhile you may better 
improve your leisure than in bawUng to the 
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tombstones down yonder I Here is my missal^ 
adorned with masterly gravures, whose con- 
sideration may amuse your thoughts.'' 

*' No, no ! Let me have the book in which 
Koodspere reads ! I am no Latinist, to peruse 
these masses, that speak to such as I am in very 
dead tongues truly !'' returned Dan Gloria. 
. ** What book mean you ? The Gospels, in 
the false English of Tindal of Antwerp ? — 
It is then as I have long feared, and the strange 
magic of this man's misbeliefs has gained thee 
also, to whom they promise only dismay and 
despair r* said Sancgraal, with strange vehe- 
mence. " Unhappy woman, no ! — If I have 
destroyed thee bodily, I will not also colleague 
against thy soul I — ^Forget all thou hast learned 
from the smooth heretic — or remember it only 
to make a clean confession and witnessing of 
his betraying doctrines when I shall summon 
thee to that intent !" 

And Sancgraal closed the door with violence 
as he stepped forth, and with a hurried and 
trembling hand secured all the fastenings. 
** Let us hasten this work!" he muttered. 
** The fiend that hath hitherto led me on is 
again whispering in my ear — and the Bitter's 
knife is too ready in my hand! — Yet thus 
should I be rid for ever of this accusing pre- 
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sence ! — ^For ever ? — That craves proof ! — 
And what could be done with the body?-— 
Skeletons even have betrayed their slayers ere 
now ! — Most cruel wretch ! and canst thou even 
dream so barbarous a felony ? — To plunge thy 
steel into the bosom where that young inno- 
cence nestled once, whose sweet looks did 
nigh redeem its wretched father's soul ! — No, 
no ; let the worst only come a? ith the worst I— - 
Myself only know who is the prisoner here, 
and in my custody surely she is safe from 
farther betrayal!" 

The prior hastened from the Gatehouse 
pnton into the Sanctuary, passing through its 
dismal arch ; and a very few steps placed him 
in the midst of those narrow and tortuous 
sliMts, into which the sunshine itself descended 
ever cold and shadowy. Space had become 
of too much value within the privil^ed circuit 
to be sacrificed to such minor conveniences as 
Ug^t and air. But the whole slatternly and 
ruffianly population were abroad in those 
twisted entrails of the foul city, engaged in 
coQgtnial pursuits and occupations. And 
fUKMoilj preoccupied as be was, the prior him- 
IQL id ii- .u.\iy of the respect and homage 
ooe period the habit be wore never 
amoog the wild denisene— 
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much more, his own mysteriously imposing 
personage ; which he now, however, concealed 
as much as possible in his cowl and robe. 
Hucksters and fishwives hustled rudely against 
him — depraved women called to him in words 
of derision and abuse from their open windows 
— the ruffians and cutthroats of the Tophet 
swaggered past him with rude and defying 
gestures. Was this the result of the mission- 
ary labours of Raphael Roodspere, or signs of 
the universal spirit of insubordination and 
resistance to clerical domination, bubbling up 
from the very dregs of the society of the age ? 
— Prior Sancgraal made no pause to consider 
the question, but passed as speedily as he could 
through all obstructions, until he arrived at 
St. Julian-of-the-Pilgrims. 

It was the hour of the noonday distribution 
of provisions, which still continued to be 
made in the hospice to certain pensioners whom 
a convenient fiction continued to regard as 
pilgrims of St. Edward. Sancgraal entered 
the great hall, where these privileged persons 
were assembled with a miscellaneous throng of 
other inhabitants of the Sanctuary, who came, 
like citizens of modem London to some noted 
eating-house, to dine for their money. Rogue- 
the-Rogue, distinguished by a very Hebrew 
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physiognomy, and a pair of remarkably sinister 
projecting rat-eyes, and his waiters, were driv- 
ing a brisk trade in transferring messes of 
savoury viands from a prodigious fire at which 
they had cooked them, to the platters of dozens 
of hungry guests. The noise and confusion 
were infinite ; but at the entrance of the scene 
the prior encountered with a group that for 
awhile disagreeably arrested any remoter ob- 
servation on his part. The Lord Bigod, 
strangely travestied in the greasy leather suit 
of the drunken deserter, who, in return, was 
decked out in the faded splendours of the 
baron's usual garb, lounged in the cavernous 
porch, drinking with some half-dozen ill-look- 
ing fellows, who were, however, well-armed, 
booted, and spurred, and among whom was 
Jailer Mugwort, — evidently somewhat the 
worse for his share in the wassail, 

** Hillo ! here he is, at last, to give us our 
orders, and a benedicite ; for, my lord prior, 
and most brotherly brother, I have joined your 
free company, and intend to betake me to the 
glad greenwood, under their safeguard, out of 
merry London walls !" said Bigod, with an ex- 
pression of bitter animosity mingling with all 
the ironical pleasantry of the address, as his 
dispossessed elder confronted him, with a look 
of calm, because settled, hatred and contempt. 
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'<< When I last saw you, Lord Bigod, you 
were on your way to take service with the in 
fidels at Constantinople; you have changed 
your purpose suddenly !" replied Sancgraal, 
with an irony, cold and cutting as steel. 

*^ Ay, because I find there is like soon to be 
easier plunder in England ; and more than I 
wot well, there are buxom harems enow to be 
picked out of nunneries, brother prior," re- 
turned the baron. " Meanwhile, I purpose 
to keep mine hand in among other gentlemen, 
moonwalkers hereabouts, who make St. Julian's 
their headquarters. Never fear but you will 
have your tithe and toll ! Rogue- the -Rogue 
here cannot cheat you of much when you have 
a brother in the secret ! — and promises to 
supply me and my merry-men with all needful 
warlike store of musketoon and hanger, on 
secret loan, like the cardinal's aid to Bourbon in 
Italy I" 

** You are gone mad, Lord Bigod — I should 
say but that I have never known you other- 
wise !— From your childhood you were what 
you are ! Your lady mother called this bearing, 
knightly and warlike! — we poor silly monks 
call it ruffianly braggadocio, thus to speak, for 
act you will not !" returned Sancgraal, with 
grim tranquillity. 

TOL. III. s 
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" And what were, and what are, you, xxtf 
good lord prior ?*' returned the baron, scornfully. 
** Here is one can tell us something of your 
tricks in your younger days, and hath ! and 
says he doubts not Clerk Roodspere is as cleanly 
conveyed into the other world by this time as 
ever was Marchant Hunne ! And he knows as 
well as the eyes in his bead, that it was never 
the treasurer who hutched him then, or him 
nowT' 

" Nay, my lord ! — nay, sir prior, and my lord 
again ! I but say that forasmuch as the keys 
are taken from me, and I should find them 
hanging in the Sanctuary gate as I came home 
from York Place — I mean from mine errand I 
was sent on to the Abbey Farm, high up in St. 
John's Wood yonder— ^and forasmuch as I^fell 
into great trouble on Marchant Hunne's ac- 
count, and stood at the bar, and you may as 
well hang a dog as give him a bad name ; for- 
asmuch, say I, as things that happen once may 
happen again — and finding the keys in the gate, 
and Master Roodspere being my lord cardinal's 
basebom, and not knowing who was murdered, 
and who was not — and my wife playing me false 
with the porkish friar, and as willing to be rid 
of me as ever was Mistress Hunne of her old 
husband — and she being strong enough and 
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stoiut enough for to keep my' prisons herself, 
my lord prior — for if the skies ivere falling she 
is tall enough and resolved enough to prop them 
— I even took sanctuary until I should hear 
more ahout it, for I can prove as clear as day 
I was at York Place a- talking with master 
secretary, who is a well-spoken gentleman as 
ever I coped withal, while it was adoing, what<> 
ever is done ! But as to murder, if all men were 
as innocent as I am !•— why I would hardly kill a 
flea but for the provocation of the hite/' 

This was Jailer Mugwort's particularly 
dear and connected harangue ; to which the 
prior listened with stern attention. *' You have 
made this poor man drunk, and me as foolish 
as yourselves to listen to his ravings !*' was his 
commentary at the conclusion. ** But what say 
you about York Place ? What dost thou say, 
Joakin ? — or knowest thou not what thou sayest 

at^r 

*■ He went to take suit and service with the 
cardinal, and so will I ! By heaven, were it 
but to. vex thy proud stomach, Liulph, I will 
run at the cardinal's stirrup, for a footpage's hire, 
if he will but take me !" said Lord Bigod, with 
sparkling eyes. 

*- This garb looks not much like the car- 
dinal's livery, howbeit, good brother," said 
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Sancgraal with sardonic composure. ''Bat 
ill gotf ill gone L You were enriched with mine 
inheritance, and have made yourself a beggar !" 

** 111 got! how say est thou ill got?** re- 
turned the ruined noble. " Because I had an elder 
brother as gnarled in mind as in body, was I 
to blame if I took the inheritance the peevish 
fool relinquished ?** 

" III gone^ I said also : mark you that^ fair 
brother!'* said Sancgraal, with; lighting eyes, 
and an inexpressible bitterness in his tones. 
" III got and ill gone I Your lady mother her- 
self, who doated on her shapely boy so mother- 
like, will herself now scarce dispute the latter 
words I For how say you ? Is Chepstow as 
merry a castle as I left it in my diildhood, with 
so many kindly blessings on my lips ? Is my 
good nurse still as great a favourite with 
madam countess — who taught me the devil had 
so firm a hold of me by the hoof that I could 
only save myself in a monastery ? Grood sirs, 
make me way ! I am talking angerly whidi as 
little tallies with my purpose as iny profesr 
sion among ye I Go where thou wil^ Lor4 
Bigod, to the Turks' wars or to the gallows \ — 
My business is not with thee, but with my no 
less brother, Josas the Hospitaller, yonder !** 

" Rogue-the-Rogue ! thy brother needs 
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Xhee V' shouted Bigod, at the pitch of his voice. 
-" Well, be not so sour, lord prior ! — thou wilt 
'\LB,Ye thy share of our honest gains through 
him doubtless, and if the red gold should show 
a little redder than wontedly, we wot well you 
have the trick to wash it clean enough in holy 
water T' 

" Bully Bigod I by my faith thou hast the 
patience of nine wooden saints in their niches 
not to lend him a rap over the crown, though 
it be excommunication and sacrilege, no 
doubt r' muttered the deserter, in his noble 
comrade's ear, " How say you ? Shall I do 
it for you, or shall we wait for that jolly time 
we talk of?" 

" Peace, knave ! — they say he is my fkther's 
son, though he is as little like him as a man 
should be whose father was away in the wars 
when he was born !" said Bigod, in aloud jeer-r 
ing tone; but on a sudden he felt a hand clutch- 
ing his throat like a wolf-hound's jaws, and 
which shook him as if it would rend his tongue 
from his jaws ; and a voice, hoarse and inarti- 
culate with passion, yelled close to his face, 
''Dost thou dare to blaspheme my mother's 
memory, reprobate spendthrift ! Swallow back 
thy words, or stifle with them on thy false, fleer- 
ing tongue!" 

8 2 
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*' Ho, are you for this maimer of hng^g, 
master monk V* shouted Bigod, releaiiing Imn- 
self by a violent effort, and closing with the 
prior. But deformed as he was, Sancgraal pos- 
sessed great strength ; all his powers were roused 
by exasperation, and the baron was already 
a little topheayy from his morning potations. 
Happen how it might, the result of the struggle 
was not such as could have been anticipated 
from a comparison of the persons of the com- 
batants, for the Lord Bigod was sent hurled 
away from his brother's arms, with tenifie 
force, into the hostelry, and, stumbling on the 
threshold, he fell with extreme yicdeuce against 
the foot of a table. In a moment his chesnut 
curls were bubbled oyer crimson ; yet, though 
stunned for the instant, he sta^ered up again 
on his feet and prepared to renew the conflict, 
striking blindly in the air with fury as he came. 
But by this time the whole hostelry was in an 
uproar, and Rogue-the-Rogue, Mugwort, the 
deserter, and others, rushed between the bel- 
ligerents. As regarded the prior, this was ac- 
complished without much difficulty. He eyi- 
dently became immediately aware of the 
indecorous and unchurchmanlike character of 
the demeanour into which he had been betrayed. 
But the strength of many interyening, could 
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Bdarcelj ktep thb half-fitantic younger brotlier 
froiiti I rushing again into conflict. '* I am to 
blattiey brother, forgive hie I r^I mistook the 
drift of your words, perchance ! Nay, let him 
gO) Birs !-~Iet him trample me into the dust if 
he «o pleases I Loiye, I kneel to thee, son of 
my father, for forgiveness!" said the saintly 
piior ; ao^, in fact, he suited the gesture to the 
word. 

"Ay, this was always thy trick ! — fraud 
wheu force might not serve I But men are to 
be cheated by the monks' apings no more' 
Thou shalt pay me for this blood in the Hke 
good stuff, if it he true that thine is a Bigod's 1 
Look virhat he has done, sirs T' ejaculated the 
young lord, drawing his hand through his close 
loek^, and sending a shower of gore througk 
his. fingers on the ground* But he became very 
sidk and dizsy at the same instant, and stag- 
gered back in the arms of his numerous friends, 
who immedi^ely conveyed him to a bench at a 
side table, applying the only remedies their 
skill suggested, in the shape of strong drink, and 
a.saddle?band for a bandage. 

Sancgraal took advantage of the first lull to 
address the mastet of St. Julian's concerning 
the business on which he came. Affecting to 
take no further notice of Bigod and his adhe 
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tents, lie called to Rogue-the-Rogue by- ^o 
iitle of Brother Josas. '* Brother Josas !" he 
^aid, and paused, while a dark sweat burst ii^ 
heavy dews on Lis brows. " Last night — ^last 
night — did not one of our brotherhood — alack the 
cowl makes not the monk ! — come hither with 
'-—with — with a young girl in his company, in 
-—oh, sacrilege ! — ^in the habit of a novice of St. 
Mary?" 

Brother Josas paused in his reply, eyidently 
greatly embarrassed. But there was that ii^ 
his patron's looks so energetically enforcing 
the query, he did not venture on any subterfuge. 
?* My Lord, yea !*' he replied, yet with hesita- 
tion. ** And, truly, I urged your holy regulation 
to the contrary, and warned him of the heavir 
ness of the fine ! But in the midst of my 
reasoning, I was called away — and I left theni • 
with a crazy priest up there, who, I thought, 
would give him better counsel, for he is always 
prating of a reformation in men's ways and 
manners. And I have thought nothing of 
them since, in my extreme business !'' 

There was an instant of silence. Little of 
Sancgraal's visage could be seen in the 
shadow of the hood, which, after the ruffle 
of the late conflict, he had again drawn over 
it ; but all the auditors started at the tone of 
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liis voice when he replied :— " Go, and bring 
the monk and the woman before me ! Ye who 
are true vassals of the church, assist the hos- 
picer therein I" 

<< Were it not best to speak with the offender 
privately, my loid ? He will pay the heavier 
£ne for seoredy !" whispered Brother Josas to 
the superior. 

•VS0cre6y ! Thou knowest not ! — this is a 
matter of sacrilege I The woman is indeed a 
novice of our Lady !" returned the prior, with 
strange ferocity. '* No, no, I will abide them 
here ! Go, and brlbg them hither. They 
cannot 'scape, tis true, for I have the keys of 
the Gatehouse in my vest. But if resistance 
be made, use whatever force is needful — even 
to the death ! — should our sinful brother resist 
liofar!" 

Rogue-'the-Rogue made a signal to certiaitt 
of hift attendants, and left the hall of the 
hostel with them on the erriEtnd, while tb^ 
majority of the Sanctuary wassailers awaited 
the result in irondering expectation, gathered 
togethi^r in knots. Sancgraal speedily became 
nearly alone in the porch where he had sta« 
tioned himself, while his more popular brother 
was environed by a crowd of sympathisers. 
No long delay took place ; no resistance 
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-^possibly no reluctance — was { displayed 
by tbe accused in appearing before the 
tribunal they ought apparently so much to 
have dreaded. Brother Josas returned in a 
very brief space with three persons in hb 
company, only one of. whom came with any 
visible degree of hesitation. And she indeed — 
for it was a youthful female, closely veiled» 
and in a novice's dress, came in, leaning on 
her alleged abductor's arm — ^with but such 
marks of tremulous courageousness as a virgin 
martyr of the pagan times might have shown, 
about to be cast into an arena of wild beasts* 
But he whose arm sustained her steps was no 
monk, and no longer wore the disguise of one*. 
It was Raphael Roodspere, in his usual garb.. 
The third prisoner, a voluntary one — ^if those 
with whom he came were to be considered af 
such against their wills— was Bilney. 

" Gloria Patri, lord prior ! — I did mistake 
me in the dark ! It is a secular priest and 
his leman, and none of our brotherhood !" 
said Josas, introducing the parties with an 
(evident expectation that his news were of a 
9atisfactory kind. 

Sancgraal covered his brows with his hands 
for an instant, and the heavings of his chest, 
^though no sound was audible, indicated_a 
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degree of convulsive emotion, which it re- 
quired no ordinary amount of nerve to control. 
Yet he mastered it after a brief internal 
struggle. " It is as I thought !" he then 
observed, with apparent calmness. " These 
are the escaped and felonious heretic,«Raphael 
Koodspere — the betrayed and lost novice of 
our Lady, Lily Paulet ! But retribution is at 
hand ! — Convey him back to the jail from 
which he broke last night on this detestable 
enterprise, Josas, and where he was lodged by 
the king's own command ! I myself will take 
the wretched girl home to her fitting canonical 
penances in Clerkenwell !** 

*' You shall do so at some peril, my lord 
prior !*' returned the unshaken tones of 
Kaphael Roodspere. " For, firstly, it were 
tb break a heavenly ordinance, to sunder 
those whom God has joined — and this lady, 
Lily Paulet, is my lawfully wedded wife \ 
Here is one who united us, can testify the 



same 



!'» 



*^ I wedded them last night, on the stroke 
of midnight, with all rights and ceremonial 
belonging unto matrimony, falsely styled a 
sacrament!" said Bilney, in the like calmly 
resolute tones, A long silence ensued. 

** As good marriages are made at witches' 
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sabbaths — ^by leaping over a black ram ! — But, 
Master Bilney, I do acknowledge you to be 
a proper priest at such a celebration ! And, 
truly, this sacrament is none !" said the prior 
at last, with supernatural tranquillity of 
utterance. '* Neither is it therefore any offence, 
but a work holy as almsgiying, to separate 
such a pair ! Daughter Lily, will yon go with 
me quietly, or must I use force ?" 

" I claim sanctuary*— sanctuary with my 
husband, Raphael Roodsper^ !" replied the 
wontedly timorous and still low-toned, butnow 
wonderfully resolute voice of Lily-Virgin. 

" We claim sanctuary, both !— All three 
claim, and are, in sanctuary! Sirs, will ye 
allow your privileges to be broken, and your 
immunities to be held forfeit, or will ye 
defend them in our persons V* said Roodspere, 
turning to the listening and breathlessly excited 
throng. 

"We will defend our privileges to the 
death ! We will defend the Cardinal's son to 
the death ! — The good lad who will smoke 
the hive for us, and his bonny leman, to the 
death !** shouted the Lord Bigod, suddenly 
leaping from a seeming state of insensibility 
upon the table, and, amidst the wildest uproar, 
constituting hunself the mouthpiece of what 
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instantaneously became a predominant popular 
sentiment. " Ho, brave fellows, all ! — all ot 
ye who would keep your own necks safe out 
of halters and pillories, speak with one accord ! 
Will ye maintain your privileges or no? 
Sanctuary, or no sanctuary, shall it be, against 
the world ? My jolly foresters, stand by me ! — 
this will be better worth our while than stalking 
deer in Windsor glades, or fat citizens on 
Epsom Downs !" 

The reply was almost universal — a roar of 
tumultuous assent, such as only a popular 
assembly, agitated by a mighty and general 
impulse, can affix to its fiats I But the 
deserter's stentor tones were audible amid all 
the tumult. ** I make a second. Bully Bigod, 
come what will of it !'* 

Sancgraal stiffened his frame upright, and 
looked around at the surging throng — far from 
experiencing any loss of courage, evidently 
with a full resumption of all his natural 
audacity and supremacy of character. ** Sirs, 
hear me !*' he exclaimed, stretching his arm, 
and standing abruptly forward like a withered 
pine on the way '— and the audience he 
claimed was in a manner irresistibly ac- 
corded him. *' My demand violates none 
of your privileges — the sanctuary of the 

VOL. m T 
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church protects only from human, not from 
divine justice ! This man. is a heretic priest — 
this woman is a nun professed in all hut public 
vows ! Their offences are of the church's 
cognisance only— and in her name I demand 
them at your hands !" 

There was a silence — evidently of per- 
plexity — among the tumultuous auditory, 
" Let the supreme authority of the church — 
let the Cardinal Legate — demand us, and may- 
hap we will yield to his summons !** said Rood- 
spere. " Until then, it is to the jeopardy of 
all if we are in anywise assailed !" 

" We will defend our privileges with our 
lives ! To arms, sanctuary men ! and let us 
keep our rights with our strong right hands I" 
shouted Bigod, leaping on the floor, and 
drawing a weapon with a frantic flourish. 
'* Who says, nay ? Turn out the throttling 
prior, who would try his old godsire*s Hun- 
neish tricks upon us all in turn, and let us 
show we are in earnest, sirs I" 

The Lord Bigod was a personal favourite 
with all the wildest rufiianage of the city of 
refuge. Roodspere's character and discourses 
had conciliated a general regard, and almost 
affection, to his person. Prior Sancgraal was 
as generally disliked and dreaded, in spite, or 



THE BAYS OF THE BEFOBMATION. 207 

perhaps in consequence, of the austerity and 
rumoured sanctity of his character. All com- 
bined with even the facts of the recent assault, 
to produce more than even a general and 
uproarious assent to Bigod's proposition ; and 
such a storm of yells and hootings arose 
against the prior, that it was with difficulty 
the object of the favourable popular manifesta- 
tion himself, could obtain a partial cessation 
while he addressed some words to his anta- 
gonist. Their purport reached only few 
persons, and those could scarcely discern the 
significance of Eoodspere's observation. ** If 
you seek to punish any and all manner of 
seduction and sacrilege, go and offer yourself, 
lord prior, to whatever chastisement the woful 
tenant of Hunne's dungeon can impose upon 
you I By her resolution only shall mine be 
guided I If she pardons, and departs with 
you for ever from Westminster, so also will I 
preserve your terrible secrets foray! If not, 
I will proclaim to all the world what truly 
you are— and she, I doubt not, will testify of 
the sameT' 

Sancgraal gazed for some moments with the 
glare of a caged panther from within its bars, 
as powerlessly, with the like thirst for destruc- 
tion in his heart. But Roodspere's wontedly 
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clear and serene visage was now all obaraetered 
over with as it were a wizard's spell^ whose 
hieroglyphs being shown rebuke. the stoutest 
fiend into terror and obedience. " Well, 
sir !" the prior said at last, relaxing from 
his gaze, and dropping it on the btnding 
figure beside Roodspere. '* Well, sir, 
you have spoken well and wisely for your- 
self ! But what answers this pretended bride 
of yours, the once Lily of the Virgin ? Ay, 
answer for thyself here as at a future tinis thou 
shalt and must at the bar of eternal judgment^ 
when the diamond-armoured lejgions of heaven 
throng around their king to listen to the reply of 
the once dedicated handmaiden of our Lady I 
Remember theplightthou didst vowingly accept 
in the crypt of Holy Mary of Clerkenwell, and 
answer me, — ^resolvest thou now to become—' 
out and alas ! that word already is too lite per* 
chance — the adulteress of the living God ?" 

During the utterance of this appeal, conclud- 
ing with so terrific a denunciation, Lily- Virgin 
cowered as if under some physical pressure ; and 
when the last words heaped their thunder on her 
senses, she became altogether overpowered, and 
would undoubtedly have sunk to the ground 
but for Roodspere' s saving arms. Shrieks that 
seemed stifling like knives in her heart then 
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burst from her lips — shrieks of terror mingled 
with ejaculations for mercy from the stem and 
motionless prior — with the most heartrending 
appeals to Roodspere for protection — with we 
know, not what frenzy of superstition, mingled 
with the most passionate love and confidence in 
him — which alternately worked the hearts of 
both the men, indeed of all present, into a cor- 
responding delirium of feeling. " Villanous 
monk !" shouted Roodspere, at length, losing 
all considerations and recollections but one. 
" Leave us, I say I Return to the chamber of 
murdered Hunne, and take thence his wife, and 
thy paramour, in her disguise of the chorister 
Dan Gloria-in-£xcelsis ! But let not thy 
barbarous and perfidious heart contrive aught 
against her, for the cardinal himself shall de- 
mand her at your hands, as the main testimony 
of his innocence in the matter of the Lord Percy 
and Mistress Anne ! For myself, and this my 
dearest wife — when he shall see to what a mad- 
ness you have brought her — were himself of 
marble and of brass, he will snap all the rusty 
chains of your superstitions, even by their own 
power, and release her from every false plight 
and pledge in which your craft has bound her !" 
** We must be prepared for every scandal 
and calumny, can be heaped upon us ; and how 

T 2 
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false is this ! when himself knoweth that last 
night the treacherous Italian of whom ht 
speaks, won by his wicked sire's gold, or by 
worse arts, set him free from our prison, and 
abides now with him in some secret lurking 
place, known best, doubtless, to themselves, in 
the Sanctuary!" returned Sancgraal, and 
his yisage as he spoke shone and glowed 
in the depths of the cowl like the redhot 
mask of a fiend. *' Sirs I are these the manner 
of men and women whom ye will protect frent 
the vengeance of God and man ?" 

A deep murmur, but expressive of incredu^ 
lity, rather than of any other sentiment, sounded^ 
like a gathering surge over the assemblage, 
and continued to rise in violence and power 
until once more rebuked by the vehement ges- 
ture and voice of Sancgraal. "Rebellious 
caitiffs, and abettors of heresy !" he cried, in a 
voice that overpowered all the uproar, as the 
boatswain's shrieking pipe masters the noise 
ol a tempest. " Keep then your heretics and 
your sanctuary ! — ^but until ye surrender them 
I pronounce ye all accursed and excommuni- 
cate ! I place ye under the interdict aiid ban 
of the church, and give ye altogether into the 
power of the devils that brought ye hither ! In 
nomine Domini et Sancti Edwardi^ I pronounce 
and ratify the curse ! Amen, amen I" 
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Then amidst a deathly and overawed stillness, 
Sancgraal strode to the open portal, shook the 
dust of St. Julian's from his feet, or raised it 
in violent imitation of the scriptural injunction, 
and quitted it before the populace recovered 
from the effect of this unexpected turning of 
the tables. And before they could sufficiently 
rally to renew any expression of opinion, Prior 
Sancgraal completed his exit, with the sudden- 
ness of a disappearance, from the midst of his 
revolted vassalage. 
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CHAPTER XXXn. 
THE SHBINE OF ST. EDWJLBD. 

"And was it for this — ^was it to give to a 
baseborn heretic's polluting hands, that I 
watched this most delicate flower from its 
earliest bud — secluded it, at risks so infinite' 
from all the world — grudged almost to promise 
it to the visioned Lord of Light. himself ?*' 
If Prior Sancgraal's thoughts could have taken 
audible sound, words like these would have 
been their expression, as with a heart on fire 
every evil passion — confused, exasperated, 
maddened — he emerged beneath the archway 
of the Gatehouse — " And this woman — this 
woman, who, but that they are madman's 
fables all, I could believe is not Hunne's wife^ 
but a fiend disguised in the form to drag me 
from crime to crime into perdition ! — shall she 
remain to complete my destruction? No, I 
must be quit for ever of this nightmare of my 
guilt, this living spectre of the past I Curses 
upon her, harlot of the camps, betrayer ! — But 
what should I not curse ? Parents, kinsfolk ? 
They thrust me out of the shining world into 
these noisome piles of darkness, builded and 
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hewn izi^ architeotursil shapes, to live death 1 
The Cain, my hrother ? — who has slain me 
allTe,. and inherits me uncoffined ! These 
swkush monks?— -who seek but pretexts to 
desert me, for leave still to wallow peaceably 
in their mire I This brutish mob ? — who one 
day worship, and the next dash their idols into 
pieeesf Myself? Shall I not curse myself? 
Whatmeed I I was accursed from my birth ; 
nature' herself pronounced a malediction upon 
me «r^ I saw the light ! And if indeed punish- 
ment dogs the heels of offence, what heavier 
damnation can I heap upon myself than I have 
already deserved ? Yet who can be pardoned 
that keeps the fruit of his sin? — ^There is 
canonical teaching for it! — But how to rid 
myself of the body of this death that clings 
around me ?" 

He mused for some moments with dreadful 
profundity, then wiised his eyes, and glared at 
the now full and cloudless noonday sun — ^theA 
at the closed porches of the church, which he 
had ordered not to be opened for the customary 
services, lest Lily-Virgin might possibly still 
be concealed within the walls. A thought then 
passed, darker than the midnight shadow of & 
churchyard yew-tree, over his visage; he 
turned, closed, and barred the gate of the 
Sanctuary after him, and entered the Gate- 
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house. Long Meg and the idiot jailer only 
were there ; the latter engaged in platting a 
straw chain with singular mechanical dexterity 
of imitation. Addressing the former, the prior 
quietly informed her that he had discovered 
her husband drunk in the Sanctuary, and that 
he had ascertained he had either contrived ox 
connived at the escape of his heretic prisoner. 
He desired her therefore to go and bring him 
immediately before himself, for examination 
and judgment. Long Meg, who of aU man- 
kind only dreaded the gloomy priest, alarmed 
with the consciousness of her own more pod« 
tive share in the transaction, and willing enough 
that the consequences should be attributed to 
her spouse, obeyed without hesitation — so that 
in a few instants Sancgraal alone, and the idiot 
turnkey, remained in the Gatehouse. Indif- 
ferent to the presence of the latter, the prior 
then hurried up to Dan Gloria's prison in the 
tower. 

He entered with so little noise of bolt or 
bar, that he disturbed not the unhappy captive 
in her occupation, and he found her kneeling, 
as if intently engaged in prayer. Unwilling 
to startle her, he called her name gently, and 
she leaped upon her feet at the sound, gazing 
at him with fear-distended and bloodshot eyes ; 
and then retreating wildly into a comer, sho 
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suddenly turned like some desperate animal at 
bay, and seemed preparing for a mortal struggle 
with her foe. 

"What ails thee, Maudelyn? I come to 
save thee — ^to remove thee from this dismal 
haunt I" said Sancgraal, in his most soothing 
tones — and there were times when his voice 
was full of cajoling harmony and^ tenderness. 
•* Indeed, I find it is to mine own grievous 
danger if thou tarry any longer here ! Raphael 
Roodspere has wedded his Lily in the Sanctuary 
— a renegade priest of his own misbelief has 
united him — and on condition that he set him 
right in the king's opinion, the cardinal has 
consented to pardon all, and permit their 
union ! He has named you as his informant 
and witness— discovered your sex, and name, 
and all our conjoint infamy ! He would sacri- 
fice all man and womankind else to keep him- 
self securely in the enjoyment of his possessed 
paradise of love ! — and delivers you without 
scruple to the racks and tortures of the car- 
dinal — ^to the overwhelming shame and punish- 
ment that awaits us both, if his accusationi 
are confirmed by the discovery of your 
person !" 

Dan Gloria stared with wild incredulity at 
the prior. ''Why then," she exclaimed at 
last, with a dreadful laugh, '' yon should b*viP 
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stolen on my sleep to murder me — ^not on my 
prayer; or deemed ye I was at my Pater- 
nosters, like Friar Gildas, pattering them in a 
dream?" , \ 

'* I come, I tell thee, to set thee free — and 
for ever !" returned Sancgraal, with rehemence. 
"Here is thy weapon again ; wield it in thy 
defence, as thou knowest well how, if T make 
assault on thee."' And he gave .into her 
quivering and scarcely-outstretched hand, 
whose very nerves and muscles seemed in- 
credulously held hack, the dangerous steel 
which to place in her frantic grasp, appeared 
little wiser than to give a £rehrand to a mad- 
man. Yet, slowly approaching it, she 
clutched the hilt, at last, with convulsive 
energy, and stared, with evidently revived 
confidence, in expectation of what was to 
follow. 

"Yes, Maudelyn, you must hence, or re- 
main to confirm all the worst lies of the Lon«f 
don heretics, and complete the ruin of the 
foundations of the church in the monastic 
orders !" he continued. " Consent only to 
leave the Abbey and retire into France — ^to 
Paris, which contented you so well erewhile ! 
There you may resume your sex's garb, cmd, 
sith you are still in love with carnal delights, 
and think never to repent you of the sin by 
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which both of us fell, you will find there great 
plenty of lascivious paramours who, for your 
beauty and rare wit, and lavish gifts of melody, 
will heap upon you all manner of sensual plea- 
saunce and satisfactions of the appetite ! 
Meanwhile, old Gislebert's money-bags shall 
show weak and flabby awhile to supply you 
with all needful purveyance. How say you ; 
will you hence, and leave me some hope yet to 
sustain the battle with our enemies ?" 

Dan Gloria's visage grew of an unearthly 
X>allor, and her eyes strained upward till only 
the glazed whites were visible. ** Merciful 
father ! but this is just !" she murmured. 
" When, as the condition of reconciliation 
with Eichard Hunne, I swore, in Thy terrible 
name, never to return to Westminster Abbey—* 
then, as my punishment should I break that 
plight, these words of a demon betrayer were 
cast in molten lead to be poured now into my 
soul ! — ^No, Sancgraal, no ! My Dalilah days 
are over, and^ Uke thyself, I purpose to devote 
the remainder of my time to penitential exer- 
cises, and mortification of the flesh !" 

**I8 this a time for jesting, madwoman, 
when I have, perhaps, the start of the cardi- 
nal's executioners only by a few sands in the 
hourglass ?" returned Sancgraal, but still re- 
straining the deadly ferocity lurking in his 

VOL. III. ^ 
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utterance. " Why then, go, if thou wilt, ta 
• Rome again ! — on as many holy pilgrimages as 
might redeem all the souls of the Lutherans 
who fell in that impious siege I — go and gather 
again the white roses at Bethlehem, whose 
sweet scent cures every spiritual ailment! 
— Sorrow, remorse, dread — ^nothing more of 
these tormentors wilt thou know then ! — ^the 
fiendish pincers cannot rend thy heart any 
more ! — Wilt thou go to Bethlehem ?" 

" Wilt thou go, also, and pluck poppies in 
the Field of Blood, where Judas burst ?" re- 
turned Dan Gloria. " No, Sancgraal ! — still 
less this. Since I have abode in this haunted 
solitude, the words of that blessed clerk, which 
formerly I treasured up only for the music of 
their utterance, have come back upon me in 
strange significances. I will not go to Home, 
to win pardon at the feet of a man who cannot 
even protect himself from a plump of German 
spears !" 

*' Go where and how thou wilt, then ! — only 
leave Westminster," said Sancgraal, calmly, 
yet with intense inward anxiety. **Why 
shouldst thou tarry longer here, with a para- 
mour whom thou hast discarded and betrayed, 
to be the means of completing the security 
and happiness of thy rival with her lover? 
But is all, indeed, so utterly forgotten— the 
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memory of the sweet innocent you almost 
dared teach call Sancgraal Bigod father — 
that you would give me now to destruction ?" 

" What would you have me do ? — what can 
be done ?" murmured Dan Gloria, in a moved 
and wo-begone accent, " And yet it was with as 
kindly a voice he commended me to the pro- 
tection of the saints, when he left me in the 
dungeons of Aventine ! No ; I will not budge 
a step from Westminster, under any pretence 
or fear!" 

" I ask it not; thou shalt tarry in the very 
heart of Westminster until means for a secure 
flight can be devised," said Sancgraal. . " Let 
but the cardinal's searchers depart without 
finding you, and — and all will be well ! I 
would conceal you where the fiend himself 
would fear to do you harm — in the shrine of 
, St. Edward, under his own blessed corpse !" 

" Within the shrine !" echoed Dan Gloria. 

" I doubt not that to thee, as to most 
others," continued Sancgraal, carefully shun- 
ning to encounter Dan Gloria's eyes, "the 
mausoleum on which St. Edward's coffin rests, 
< appears a solid mass of masonry, wrought in 
. crushed marbles, gold dust, and precious inlay 
of many eastern stones, which only the trumpet 
of doom can rend open ! But I, who read the 
secrets of Abbot Ware's magic pavements, 
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know this, among others, that the solid sides 
of the mausoleum will open, and receive you 
into safety, on application of a power I wield !'' 

" Safety ! — in a sepulchre ! — ^Ay, men are 
safe enough in the grave,'' returned Dan 
Gloria, gazing at the prior fixedly, and yet 
vacantly, as if in a dream. 

'* It is not a sepulchre ! It is a strong 
chamber, purposely contrived to conceal the 
most valued treasures of our altars, when need 
arose — ^known only to our doting abbot, the 
treasurer and prior of the monastery, now, or 
at any season, by good rule V* replied Sanc- 
graal. 

** But how say you for air ? Do they breathe 
in sepulchres without air?" said Dan Gloria. 

" The entrance, which is in the manner of a 
marble portcullis, can easily be left so raised 
as to admit all needful breathing ! Moreover, 
since I must confess all, the chamber is already 
fitted with divers spiracles contrived for the 
unseen observation of the shrine, and noting of 
the vows made to the saint ! The faintest 
whisper can be heard within it from without, 
and, doubtless, without it from within — yet no 
suspicion surmise a place of refuge there ! 
Cromwel and his myrmidons, whose warrant 
I have just refused, but which will be enforced. 
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-will weary of their useless search — ^and again, 
I say, all will be well !" 

" But thou knowest, Sancgraal ! — since that 
hour I have never ventured to enter the Chapel 
of St. Edward, yet have ever felt as if some 
hideous punishment awaited me in it! It 
seems to me as if I snuffed blood on the 
threshold ! — and that I were but a sheep follow- 
ing the butcher to his block ! — Let me go into 
the Sanctuary !" said Dan Gloria, in an irreso- 
lute and beseeching tone. 

" The musty kings do indeed stifle the air, 
and make it smell as deathly as themselves — 
that is all !" replied Sancgraal. '' But for the 
Sanctuary ! Boodspere and his bride are there, 
and it is in aims in his behalf, and he would 
be the first to hand you over to our enemies !" 

*' And deem you so ? But I know thou 
sparest for no lies to serve thy purposes !— 
thou hast been taught from thy childhood how 
false gold, stamped with a true mintage, passes 
current with men !" she replied, with wild 
vehemence; but, after a moment's ghastly 
thought, muttered, " yet I might as easily — nay, 
much more easily^be slaughtered here ! — ^And 
to shun such another night — and this dagger, 
too ! — Doth Cromwel seek for me, and Bood- 
spere give me to destruction ?— oh, anything 
to save his beloved, no doubt ! — ^I would have 

u2 
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done the some ! — And what hath he not already 
hazarded ? — And they are wedded now ! — ^The 
Bhrine should he a holy place to this mah^ 
even to this man ! Be it as thou hast said ! — ^I 
will trust in thy promises, Sancgraal, and take 
refuge in the very tomb of St. Edward !" 

" Let us hasten then — we have already lost 
much precious time!" replied Sancgraal, yet 
dissembling the excess of his eagerness. '* It 
is now noonday, and the brethren are all at 
gossip and refection — no strangers are in the 
precincts, for I have ordered the gates not to be 
unbarred ! — Let us hence instantly to the 
shrine !" 

Dan Gloria gave an irresolute glance around 
the dungeon; and as her eye traversed its 
various dismal features, and retreated shud- 
dering from the dangle of the rifted rope, 
stirred by a chance breeze, she gave a mechan- 
ical sign of compliance, and Sancgraal eagerly 
led the way forth. But as he opened the door 
he was somewhat startled to perceive that 
Smiling Willie was there, bending nearly 
double,with his eye at the keyhole. But far from 
showing any signs of alarm at the detection of 
his curiosity, he exclaimed, rubbing his hands 
with apparent satisfaction. " Uh, ay! — it is 
the devil ! — it is the devil with the cloven 
hoof !— They cannot hang us now for strang- 
ling him for I see him plainly this time !" 
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" But they can nail thy tongue to the door- 
post, for speaking of aught thou hast seen or 
known !" returned the prior, sternly. " And 
remember, good lad ! one said it that hath the 
power to keep his word !" 

They left the idiot jailer still rubbing his 
handis, grinning, and looking after them with 
lacklustre orbs — and Sancgraal thought it 
advisable to take the precaution of bolting the 
doors of the passages they descended, to pre- 
vent him from following. In a few minutes the 
twain stood under the broad sunshine, in the 
deserted cemetery of the Abbey, and Sancgraal 
endeavoured to hurry across it as swiftly as 
possible. But whether the sufferings she had 
undergone, and lack of sustenance, or some 
warning of her better angel, delayed her steps, 
Dan Gloria lingered strangely on the way. 
And while the prior unlocked the northgate, 
his silently observant glance noted how long, 
and as it were passionately, she gazed upward 
at the sun, riding in his meridian splendour, in 
the blue and cloudless autumn sky. A pang 
of unutterable anguish and remorse also clove 
through his heart as he turned, and with a fear- 
ful smile, meant to be kindly and encouraging^ 
invited Dan Gloria to enter — ^into safety ! She 
looked at him— -half drew back her hesitating 
step— but suddenly a loud hammering and 
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to ascend the steps. Dan Gloria sighed 
deeply — dipped her hand in the holy-water 
^sins — and then, on reflection, tossed it off in 
a spray, with something of disdain in her 
^nanner. 

Sancgraal opened the strong-barred door that 
fidmitted into the chapel — and then a sound 
suddenly arrested his attention, and he per- 
ceiYed with little satisfaction, Father Qislebert 
Imeeling before it, applying a lash or disci- 
pline to his bared shoulders, and muttering 
a rhapsody of prayers in accompaniment. 
£ut after a moment's thought, Sancgraal ad- 
vanced towards him, making a gesture to Dan 
Gloria to move quietly to the opposite aid^ 
of the shrine. "I sought you, father!" he 
then observed, in a loud and peremptory 
xn&nner. **I desire that you will instantly 
rammon a full chapter of the brethren, in 
the Chapter-house, to hear what I must un- 
fdLd to them !-— The prisoner has escaped — 
and I have placed the Sanctuary, which shel- 
ters him, under an interdict ! " 

•* Esca;ped ? Thrice holy Edward ! — Mad- 
man! — ^is it Hunne's tragedy again?" ex- 
claimed the aghast old man. 

" What dost thou mean. Master Treasurer ? 
Are your brains gone wool-gathering?" re- 
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turned Sancgraal, nevertheless taken won- 
derfully aback with the words. 

"Nay, not again — not again! — he could 
not think it would pass the new eyes of 
men as of old it did!" continued Gislebert, 
somewhat wanderingly. " But what shadow 
was this that crossed the light ! — that entered 
with you, Sancgraal ? Your mother's ghost 
perchance! — saw ye nought? — Nay, 'tis not 
the first time it hath appeared to me — and 
here !" 

" Gislebert, you are old — and these fancies 
gain upon you !" said Sancgraal,with great aspe- 
rity. *' Leave the chapel, I pray you, and 
summon the brethren as I have said, while I 
give a few moments' devotion to St. Ed- 
ward !" 

"And yet thou maskest in his robes!— 
Is not that a mockery ?" said Gislebert, still 
rather vacantly. 

"You rave, good father! — Be content 
to think I know the duties of mine offi.ce, 
and do nothing that is not ordained by a 
mightier power than any the frail arm of man 
can wield, or withstand !" 

He spoke truth, though not in the sense of 
the mystical import he wished to attach to 
his words, in the old man's credulity. 

" Well ! — Why do you not expel yonder wine* 
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flown Italian from the bounds, as 'I have oft 
prayed you ? — Yet methinks, after all, I 
could be well content to see him again! — 
"Where is he ?" said Gislebert, with a look of 
piercing and agitated inquiry full in Sancgraal's 
face. 

" He hath not ventured to return since the 
feastday, and his shameful travesty ! — He 
is far enough ere now over the seas, no doubt ? 
— ^Why should you ever seek so bitterly his 
harm ?" returned Sancgraal, in raised tones. 

" No matter — if he is gone !" said the trea- 
surer, with a deep sigh. " But whither ? — Be 
not impatient, son ! — I know now it is your 
turn to command, and mine to obey ! — I shall 
not call you son again, lord prior ! — I am old, 
I wot, and should set the rest example — I go 
to the chapter-house— O, blessed saints ! how 
do your judgments come to pass I** he faintly 
murmured to himself as he left the chapel. 
•* And, oh, unhappy Aveline, how hath this 
heir of our guilt avenged it upon both !'* 

" And now — this is the place !— The old 
dotard, who is ever plaining him of your 
presence, is gone I'' said Sancgraal, passing 
round the massive sarcophagus to the side 
where Dan Gloria stood, gazing at its exterior 
in sombre meditation. Unwilling to allow too 
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much time for thought, the prior instantly pro- 
ceeded to explain his meaning practically. 

The shrine of St. Edward, like the masses 
of the great temple of which it is the core, in 
our day is stripped of its pomp of ornaments^, 
bruised and battered — but still it pre- 
serves a ponderous and gloomy grandeur of 
its own, which neither time nor the pillagers 
of Henry VIII., have availed to destroy. The 
feretory of rich masonry is all that remains of 
the three storys, or tiers, on the topmost of 
which reposed the Confessor's hallowed bones, 
in the sarcophagus plated with gold, whostf 
shimmer shone like a perpetual moonlight 
over the Chapel of the Kings. Its once mag- 
nificent inlay of precious stone, " of jasper, 
onyx, sardonyx, lapis lazuli, and gems of 
inestimable value,'' is defaced all over by the 
plunderer's chisel rather than by the strokes 
of that slow geologist, Time, who puts so 
little value on his most laboriously hewn speci- 
mens ! The inscriptions in gold letters which 
once scrolled the shrine over, like that of an 
oriental santon, are nearly all obliterated. 
The most diligently-spectacled antiquary can 
scarcely now distinguish the words, recording 
the date of St. Edward's demise and conse- 
quent glorification ! Mortens 1065. Super, 
aihera, scandlL Sursum corda \ 
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Below this inscription were and are three 
deepset arches in the mausoleum, surrounded 
with a rich chain ornament ; which were ap- 
propriate for sick devotees to lie in, when 
they came to make proof of the miraculous 
sanative powers effused from the sepulchre of 
the holy king. The middle one had, and has, 
a series of six holes, shaped like bees with 
expanded wings. Sancgraal drew a species of 
winch, or key, curiously shaped, to corre- 
spond, from his breast, and elaborately working 
at each hole in succession, drew some massive 
internal bolts, which in conclusion allowed him 
to open the apparently solid mass, at a little 
door, and reveal a dark sepulchral interior. 

'* This is the chamber, still Maudelyn mine ! 
—what dost thou gaze at so stedfastly ?" 
«aid Sancgraal, perhaps surprised at the deep 
re^ery in which his intended victim continued 
plunged, for several minutes after he had 
completed the work. 

^* At those twisted columns that support 
the whole huge marble mass ! — Are they not 
like serpents, Sancgraal?'' she murmured in 
reply. 

** You are faint, poor child I — I should have 
thought ere now of your long fast," said Sanc- 
graal, compassionately. " And lo ye, here 
are bread and wine — and in the goblet and 

TOL. III. X 
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ewer that stood godikthen to Linlph Bigod* 
and christened him after iheiiuelTeB — hen, A 
the vesBela of the Sancgraal !" And the ] 
produced from amidat the numezooB 
displayed on the shrine, a golden chaHoe, lutf 
filled with some rich red wine, placed in iSbB 
salver from which he derired hit mignlar de- 
signation. This was a very eztnundinaiy 
crystal, or possibly an artificial petriiactinp, 
almost as hard as diamond, bat wrought, pro- 
bably by some ancient Byzantine artist, into 
fine chasings, as it were, in silrer or otkeranb- 
missiye metal, enclosing in the hoUow of the 
basin about half a dozen pebbles of a sangnlar 
quality — perfectly limpid and transparent, 
when viewed in a perpendicular ligbt, bat 
changing to glowing rubies in any other. It 
was not certainly at all difficult for the posses- 
sors of this inestimable relic, when sach was 
their pleasure, to give the holy wafers placed 
in the salver a miraculous hue that, in the opi- 
men of the credulous, visuaUy asserted the 
<iogma of transubstantiation ! 

^an Gloria took the goblet thus oflTered her 
n^^lf !?, ^^«^^^^-- "Nay, Sancgraal. 

-idet s';:r'''"^'^ *^^" observed, with 
salver ^''^^^' ^^^ '^Pl^cing it on the 
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" For lily- Virgin !— for her absolution from 
the heretic seducer's spells, as I deemed I — It 
may, at least, senre for thine !" replied Sanc"> 
graal. ** Certes it were no ill preparation for 
whatever may betide— for I know not whether 
even thus we can elude the lynx eyes of Crom- 
wel ! Kneel and make confession, Maudelyn, 
and I will shrive und absolve you up to this 
hour as white as ft sheep at shearing-time !" 
' " No, Sancgraal, no ! — ^If this man's teach- 
ing have illumined my mind with truth, or 
darkened it with deeper error, I know not ; 
but I believe no longer in the efficacy of this 
rite ! — How can I^ thou administering it ?" re- 
turned Dan Gloria, continuing, in a strain of 
dreary solemnity^ ** And also thus, if thou pur- 
pose any treapon to me, and believest in thine 
own rede, thou knowest now that thou slayest 
body and soul together if thou slayest either in 
me ! But purely, surely," she resumed, look- 
ing at him with a pathetic intensity of expres- 
sion that might have melted a tiger preparing 
to rend its prey, could it have comprehended, 
as Sanograal did, all the agony and supplica- 
tion in those once gorgeous orbs ! ** Qh, 
8ur#ly, it is not in nature — it is not even in 
Ojiee ! — to consign one whom you have so loved 
to eternal pains ! — ^for who can repent of a life 
in a few brief hours ?" 
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erriaimwi Smcgnal, with lozioiis Tehemenee, 
and tDznmg ms if to leaTe the chj^>el, when 
Dan Gloria canght him by his robe.— *^ Tany ! 
—If thoa wilt iwear to me, by all thine own 
hopes of mefcy, here, or hereafter, to come the 
moment that Gromwel has departed, and set 
me loose — ^I will enter the mansoleimi, and abide 
my time to oome forth !" 

** I swear it— the moment that I can with 
safety let thee forth, I will I Bat it remains at 
thine own pleasure to haiard coming forth, at 
any moment of the time !" returned SancgraaL 

** On this condition then, farewell, Sancgraal, 
until— -ontil we meet again !" said Dan Gloria, 
trembling oonTolsiTely, and in a Toice half* 
stifled by sobs. '<Bat O, SancgraaL by all 
the memoryof the past — by the tears we twain 
have shed together for our dead child, whom 
for thy sake I deserted, and so slew ! — ^be not 
so merciless as to deceive me now ! — ^How shall 
I meet Hunne's eyes in the fiery wildernesses, 
if, as thou sayest, he wanders there for his 
unrepented heresies ! Remember, I am in 
mortal sin if Raphael Roodspere's lessons are 
of heresy — and harm me not V* 

** Dost thou see ? — ^I do not often weep— yet 
these are tears,'' said Sancgpraal : and, indeed, 
some dreadful drops distilled from his burning 
eyes. ** Well, well, I will not ask it any more ! 

X 2 
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—Let us furnish the orerwhehning proof oxmt 
enemies need, in thy presence, and do thoU 
bring me to the destruction I haye perchance 
deserved — ^but not at thy hands !" 

" Give me the wine — ^I lack strength even td 
crawl in and die ! — ^I will drink now," said 
Dan Gloria, gaspingly, and the prior hastened 
to hand the cup to her. She drained it at a 
single draught, while Sancgraal's silent lips 
appeared to tremble with some mental uttelv 
ance — ^perhaps, for who can fathom the depths 
of superstition, in her most cavernous hollows 
of atheistic doubt ? — ^perhaps murmuritig the 
absolutory formula of- his church over her! — 
Almost immediately after she grew very ghastly 
pale, and staggered against the shrine. ** Ah ! 
wicked monk ! — wouldst thou have given her 
this sleepy mandragora which makes all night 
around me now ? But thy chastisement is yet 
to come ! Help, heaven, help ! — ^^Raphael, 
Raphael, saidst thou not that the good thief 
who repented even on the cross — oh, where 
ami?" 

She sunk senseless, thus speaking, on the 
rich pavement of the chapel ; and without an 
instant's hesitation, Sancgraal stooped, and pos- 
sessed himself of the dagger. " We will have 
no blood shed in the church," he muttered ; 
'' Should she revive ere — should she turn des- 
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l^rate aiid-4)ut we mtist care for that ! We ! 
— tii^o ai^ we ? Gome, thou who listenest !— 
Whether she he thy emiBsary ot no, and assist 
me in this Wotk !" He drew Dan Gloria's 
Exanimate hody as he spoke, in a violent trail, 
to. the sepulchre-->a tiger who would have his 
pr^y safely in the depths of the jungle ! He 
entered it first, crawling in on his hands and 
knees, turned, and drew the powerless frame 
in after hiai-^rea|>peating, after a brief interval, 
covered with rusty dust ahd cobwebs. Then, 
without hesitating in his further task, he stepped 
out of the chisel by one of the altar doors, and 
returnedwith.a silver brazier, used for heating 
the censers, which was nearly filled with char- 
coal. He lighted it with the aid of flints con- 
veniently placed on it^ blew the charcoal into a 
glow which y^t scarcely equalled that of his 
own murtherous eyes-r-and placed the vase de- 
liberately within the mausoleum. The reflec- 
lion lighted the intetior with an infernal glare, 
and revealed the prostrate form of Dan Gloria, 
who lay with her eyes staring wide open, seem- 
ing to be unable to utter any sound, but to 
have some tremendous, dream-like con&cious- 
nltos of ail that ^as passing ! And then Sanc- 
graal drew dawn the secret portcullis, and, 
with uhdeviating regularity and patience, 
secured every one of the fastenings in succes- 
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sion. He then mtosc, shook the dust from hi« 
robe and cowl, and quitted the chapel, locking 
the doors after him. Suddenly his hair bristled 
upright ! — and his name, shrieked in tones that 
would haye dismayed a fiend, came to his ears ! 
— He rushed down the steps and fled to the 
end of the ambulatory, pausing to gasp for 
breath at the extremity, and to listen again ! 

" Fool, fool !" he muttered to himself; « of 
what art thou afraid ? She is asleep, and she 
will wake no more ! — ^know trouble, danger, 
fear, remorse no more ! — ^How know I that ?— 
what if our monkish stories be all true, and I 
have consigned her to the eternal depths ?— 
But, no! no! — all is well! — She is for ever 
nothing now — or in a few brief instants must 
be! — Ha, how, Restjkgam !" His eye was 
caught, as he thus half-deliriously soliloquized, 
by an inscription on a very ancient tomb im- 
mediately before his gaze. " Resurgam ! — But 
three centuries and a half have elapsed since 
thou didst so promise ! — And thou seemest to 
have made no heave at it yet ! What is the 
matter? — ^Doth it lighten in the church?— 
Hark ! doth one call again ?" 

*• My reverend lord, no ! — ^I did but humbly 
request your attention to my message !" replied 
the voice of Almoner Quodvultdeus, whom the 
f rior, with a fearful start, now suddenly ob- 
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seryed standing before him. " I am come to 
inform you that our brotherhood are all met in 
the Chapter-house, and that Master Cromwel 
has brought us some mandate from his grace 
which it behoYes us to give an instant reply 
unto !" 

•*What of that? — You look troubled, 
broiiher," said Sancgraal, rallying with a 
potent effort. ** Master Cromwel can bring 
us no tforse news than we have already — ^for I 
have been compelled to place the Sanctuary 
under interdict ! — ^And all men shall know of 
the cause thereof, for the church shall be 
closed to all men until We have obtained our 
right ! Assist me to double bar all the doors !" 
-^** Nay, sir, what you see is but a qualm, 
which will soon pass. Lend me your arm ah 
iiidtant; though you carry the purse, Master 
Almoner, I wot well you are not like him of 
old !— And I do, very utterly, trust in you !" 
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CHAPTEB XXXm. 
THB IKIEBDICI OF WSSTKnTBTEE* 

Secretary Cromwel brought a letter, written 
all in Wolsey's own hand-— in a singularly 
tremulous one — but peremptorily demanding 
the immediate release, and consignment into 
the hands of that official, of the person of 
Baphael Roodspere, whom his grace was in- 
formed the monks had taken upon them to im- 
prison in the Gatehouse. The assembled 
brethren were all in the greatest consternation, 
expecting the arrival of their chief, the prior, 
in the Chapter-house. Cromwel himself was 
much and yisibly agitated. In fact, when 
Prior Sancgraal entered, and took the abbof s 
place, he was almost the only perfectly calm 
and fully collected person in the audience. A 
man of stone, governed by some internal 
machinery, rather than one of flesh and nervei 
acting under the changeable sway of ideas- 
had any one there been aware of his dreadful 
secrets— he might well have seemed ! 

He replied to Cromwel's missive with austere 
composure, admitting the facts of his informa- 
tion regarding the imprisonment of Master 
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Koodspere — adding, with a glance before which 
even Cromwel recoiled, that it was by the 
king's express and personal command ! But 
he had just ascertained, he said — and the 
black tranquillity of his tones never for an 
instant wavered — that a servant of the Abbey, 
employed to convey his rations of food to him, 
corrupted either by present gold, or such pro- 
mises as the favourite of so mighty a patron 
might well be credited in making — taking 
advantage of the drunken jailer's absence from 
his proper post — ^had released the captive, and 
fled with him ! There was a dead silence 
throughout the assemblage during the delivery 
of this reply, the monks keeping their cowled 
heads sunk on their bosoms, without daring 
even to glance in one another's eyes. But that 
it was no solitary thought to which Cromwel 
gave utterance, an universal start confessed, 
when, after a considerable pause, he observed, 
with a significance more marked in his manner 
than even in his words, " 1 trust that, inas- 
much as they say there are not two leaves in 
all nature exactly alike, ye have not torn a 
counterpart out of the bloody book of Hunne 
—and privily disposed of your prisoner !" 

** Master Cromwel," replied the prior, se- 
dately, " we are not now to learn for the first 
time the extremity of your malice against us ; 
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but, in this instance, not the dead but the 
living man, remains to attest our innocence ! 
Your worthy Christian doctor and visitoi has 
taken refuge in the Sanctuary, and thither the 
miserable novice whom he has debauched, 
body and soul, hath followed him te share 
perdition ! Yea, the poison of his pernicious 
heresies, spreading, like a plague, the swiftest 
among diseased carcases, the Sanctuary men 
have taken his part — in such wise that IJulys 
placed them, and the entire church of West- 
minster, under interdict, until they surrender 
these infamous offenders to justice !«-If you at 
all doubt my word, pass into the Sanctuary, 
and with your eyes believe! — Execute your 
lord's commission in person, if you can ; but I 
something doubt whether, vdth his fair para- 
mour in his company, master visitor will care 
to place himself even in so gracious a master's 
hands !" 

Cromwel listened with visibly increasing 
astonishment at every word; but he replied 
by eagerly accepting the permission granted, 
and he left the Chapter-house, with marks of 
yery unusual and undiplomatic agitation in his 
whole gait and demeanour, for the Sanctuary. 
All eyes were then turned in breathless ex* 
pectation on the prior ; and, after a brief 
meditation, he replied to the mute appeal in 
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nn harangue that echoed long after in the 
memory of all who heard, and was, indeed, 
such a specimen of vehement persuasion and 
eloquence as that wherewith St. Anthony of 
old won to his will the cold wallowers of the 
deep, — put understanding and enthusiasm in 
the dull flal'fish and lymphatic seal ! Sanc- 
graal recited at length the whole course of 
what he designated the cardinal-legate's per- 
secution of the monastic orders in general, 
and of their own abbey in particular — the 
unheard-of insults, defamations, and injuries so 
long heaped upon them— crowned by the vio- 
lent usurpation of the legative visitor, Raphael 
Roodspere. He described the endless provo- 
■cations, calumnies, oppressions, insolence of 
this personage ; which all, he said, yet faded 
into nothing, in comparison with the disorders 
and dismal consequences entailed by his un- 
bounded licentiousness of demeanour, and 
heretical principles. The scandalous spectacle of 
the corruptions in discipline he had introduced 
into the monastery — his relaxations of all rule 
— ^his favouritism of the most depraved and dis* 
solute members only, among whom was chiefly 
to be remarked the Italian, whom it was his own 
grievous misfortune, he confessed — though 
with a worthy motive— to have introduced in 
the Abbey: monstrous mialefactions as all 
VOL. uu T 
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these were, still their usurping yisitor had 
crowned them with o£Eences surpassing all I 
He had scattered broadcast the seeds of every 
imaginable heresy; he had committed nigh 
the highest possible treason against the king's 
own royal prerogatiye, in connivance with his 
audacious patron; and, in climax, he had 
added the surpassing injury and indignity of 
debauching a betrothed bride of heaven of 
their order and convent of ClerkenweU ! — had 
taken refuge with her under the very shadow 
of St. Edward's Shrine ! — and there openly 
de£ed their authority, and that of the entire 
church, with the aid of a tumultuous rabble of 
malefactors and criminals of the vilest castes ! 
It was time, therefore — the monastic Demos- 
thenes concluded, with the look and manner, 
and tones of the Infernal Jove assuming the 
thunder — to enter into open resistance and 
battle with these gigantic forms of heresy and 
innovation. Heaven itself; the king, the 
queen — ^many most potent lords — the entire 
body of the monasteries, and a powerful, 
though dismayed, portion of the secular clergy 
were with them — all equally o£fended and 
averse to the proceedings of the intrusive 
authority the cardinal had established over 
them in his court. The discovery of the 
latter's intrigue against the royal ,will> regard* 
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lag the disposal of the heir of the great house 
of Northumberland in marriage, had ex- 
tremely disgusted the king himself; and he 
had evinced his displeasure in the most marked 
manner, by personally consigning the con- 
spiring visitor to prison, and ordering his con- 
dign judgment. They had only, therefore, to 
proceed with courage and unanimity in the 
path already entered upon, under his, Prior 
Sancgraal's, guidance, and resolutely to aid 
him in the effort he had resolved upon making, 
to rid them for ever of the cardinal's usur- 
pation, and the scandalous presence of his 
representative. Henry had solemnly assured 
him of his royal protection in the contest ; 
and if they lent him their unflinching support 
in the interdict he had pronounced, he doubted 
not speedily to quell the ungrateful rebellion 
of their vassalage, and restore the former 
good estate of the Abbey of Westminster, with 
renewed lustre, and enlarged securities and 
privileges! • This tempestuous wind he had 
let loose, he added — with a rapid glance that 
yet signalized almost every one present who 
could be suspected as a partizan of the 
visitor's — would winnow the com clear, not 
only of the chaff, but of the insidious tare- seed 
that lurked in it, and might else again be sown 
ivith the harvest^ wheat ! 
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nities of your Sanctuary, and of your wounded 
but very warlike and resolved brother, the 
Lord Bigod ! And true it is that he denieth 
to obey my summons, and come forth of the 
Sanctuary, unless on conditions, which are 
private between himself and his grace the car- 
dinal. But, meanwhile, he declares most posi- 
tively that your servitor, by whose unwilling 
means he escaped — ^the prsecentor, Dan Gloria \ 
—^remains a prisoner in the tower of the Gate- 
house, and is in possession of information 
which will prove more useful and enlightening 
to my lord, in a certain grievous and confused 
matter of late, occurring, than any himself can 
yield I And therefore I demand of you, in the 
cardinal's name, the person of this young 
tnan.!— (he laid a particular but unintentional 
stress on the word). And also I require to 
know by what right or authority ye take upon 
ye, as it were, the supreme fimction of the 
church, in placing your jurisdiction under ban 
and curse ?" 

** I will answer your last first, and your first 
last, master secretary !" replied Sancgraal, in 
his unshaken tones. " The abbots of West- 
minster owe subordination only to the supreme 
see, and exercise all episcopal rights within 
their proper bounds. We yielded to a manifest 
usurpation, which yet will bring upon all its 
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authors and advisers the exhaustion of the 
curse of St. Edward, when we received your 
yisitor among us. We resume all our powers, 
and cast off your ungrounded tyranny, in the 
excommunication we have launched on the 
Lutheran Roodspere and his adherents! — 
For what you say concerning the treacherous 
Italian — ^like all his race, willing ever to betray 
old service and take new — I have but the re- 
port of the drunken jailer and of his wife — ^that 
the prisons are empty ! If you doubt, again I 
say, go and believe with your own eyes !— 
Here are the keys of all the chambers of the 
Gatehouse !" And he cast the bunch, with a 
dismal clash, to the feet of the secretary. 

" Nay," replied Cromwel, kicking them as 
disdainfully away, *' Nay, my lord prior ! if 
you are willing I should search your dungeons, 
it is a plain sign there is nothing to be found in 
them worthy of note ! But let me search the 
monastery even in such unlikely spots as 
Islip's oratory and your own holy hermitage ; — 
and I can make my report, perchance, more to 
the purpose." 

'* I have placed the church of Westminster 
imder interdict — ^no living soul shall enter it 
till ye remove the heretic pollution from among 
us, which ye also have introduced !" replied 
Sancgraal. 
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" It shall be seen 1" said Cromwel, yet with 
evident flagging and gloom. '* Meanwhile, 
lord prior, you would do well to think that 
when a chapman closes his shop, another of 
the trade is not likely to gain fewer cus- 
tomage therefore! — And Master Roodspere 
hath some pretty texts to preach on, if he 
vi[ould run down other dealers' wares ! — It is an 
old proverb. Better marry than do worse ! — 
Mayhap it may even prove itself not altogether 
musty and gone-by in this affair !*' 

" Your cardinal's leman and your own pur- 
posed spoils — a dedicated novice of our Lady ! 
—will then furnish all Christendom with the 
proof, Master Cromwel ! — So be it !" replied 
Prior Sancgraal, with gloomy irony. 
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CHAPTER XXXrV. 
THE GHArSL OF SI. BLATSE. 

The interdict of Westminster lasted the 
entire space of six weeks, and continued during 
the whole period to fix the most eager atten- 
tion of all orders and conditions of men. It 
divided the interest of the people even with 
the now openly announced proceedings on the 
legitimacy of the marriage of the king and 
queen; and of the court, with the disgrace 
and exile of Anne Boleyn. The Sanctuary 
men continued as firmly fixed in their contu- 
macy, as the monks in their resolve to enforce 
submission — ^by the spiritual arm. That of 
the flesh, it was soon found, failed them ; for 
when Prior Sancgraal, exasperated to frenzy, 
after a brief experiment of the effects of his 
interdict, ordered the vassalage of the Abbey 
to enter the Sanctuary, and seize upon the 
culprits by force of arms — they were received 
in a manner which satisfied even the obstinacy 
of their leader, Sacristan Wenlock, that only 
an army of much more potency and warlike 
discipline could hope to accomplish the enter- 
prise. The Lord Bigod headed the resisting 
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Sanctuarists, and displayed the qualities of a 
first-rate captain, in the command of a besieged 
town. He barricaded the streets, and the 
Gatehouse entrance, while he opened conve* 
nient and well guarded breaches in the walls 
towards London and the open fields, for the 
supply and passage of the garrison; esta- 
blished a regular system of communication 
9xA discipline ; and after repulsing the attack 
Gi the Abbey men, with an infinite artillery of 
stones, and a charge with staves, pokers, and 
pitchforks, he became, to all intents and pur- 
poses, the chieftain and leader of a successful 
insurrection ! 

Divisions in the Abbey councils themselves 
somewhat distracted operations on that side. 
Treasurer Qislebert utterly refused to lend 
sanction to any appeal to the king's power, in 
the contest with their vassalage — ^which Sanc- 
graal persuaded himself and others he could 
readily obtain. But when, in spite of all op- 
position, the prior made application for assist- 
ance to Henry, in efiecting the capture of the 
heretic refugees, he found that Wolsey's infiu- 
ence was not so utterly destroyed as he ima- 
gined. Wolsey himself, still supreme in the 
royal council, rejected the solicitation with the 
utmost disdain, and an ominous allusion to 
the disasters that had accompanied his former 
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not fairly gone, mad. His whole manner and 
demeanour, he observed compassionately, was 
wonderfully changed ; it was wild, irascible — 
at times, ferocious; his speech was full of 
bitter insults and contumely to all whom he 
addressed ; from a model of sobriety, he had 
become as profound a drainer of the goblet as 
Gildas himself, but without the good wine 
ever producing the slightest hilarious effect 
upon him. He spent hours in his cell, pacing 
it without ceasing, and muttering to himself ; 
—he disappeared sometimes from the Abbey 
for hours, and was at chance times seen wan- 
dering in remote woods, and the most solitary 
wilds of Hampstead and Hendon, rarely call- 
ing at the luxurious country seats which the 
monks of Westminster inherited there under 
the designation of farmsteads. 

But, meanwhile, he did not commit the 
common error of madmen, and disproportion 
his means to his end. He exhausted every 
artifice of superstition to sway the Sanctuary 
men from their determination to protect the 
refugees, and turned all the physical resources 
at his disposal, with relentless perseverance, 
against them. He openly announced that the 
protection of the church was withdrawn from 
the Sanctuary, and invited the officers of the 
various surrounding justiciaries, so long set at 
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nought, to execute their writs by force. But 
even the citizens of London, not unmindful of 
their old quarrel on behalf of Hunne, declined 
to avail themselves of the privilege accorded. 
The prior placed under the same ban all who 
should bring succour or provisions to the re- 
cusants ; and yet the lucrative markets of the 
City of Refuge continued to be abundantly 
supplied. Even the agricultural dependents 
of the Abbey were suspected of not deserting 
their best customers in this emergency i The 
Abbey doles and benefactions to the poor of 
the Sanctuary entirely ceased— while on the 
part of its denizens, all rent and toll and 
tallage ceased, the Lord Bigod constituting 
himself civil as well as military administrator 
of his usurped dominion. 

To what cause was this wonderful insensi- 
bility of a populace, whose ignorance and 
crimes ought to have rendered it the most sub- 
missive to authority, so enforced, to be 
ascribed ? Secret espionage reported that 
the fugitive priests, Roodspere and Bilney, 
had devoted themselves, with a wonderful 
industry and fervour, to supply the loss of the 
spiritual purveyance of the numerous ecclesi- 
astics of Westminster Abbey — ^and seemed to 
suffice for the task. Wherever they presented 
themselves they were followed by enthusiastic 
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crowds, who received their tidings with the 
thirsty satisfaction of the fields when the rain 
falls after a long drought. St. Julian-of-the- 
Pilgrims became the church of this marvel- 
lous schism— destitute of all the established 
machinery of devotion, but filled with an 
emanation of the divine glories of the truth 
and purity of religion which in a manner trans- 
figured the persons of its enthusiastic apostles, 
and clothed even the slight and shrunken 
figure of Bilney with the characteristics of a 
prophet and lawgiver ! It was soon evident 
that it was no longer merely the violent move- 
nient of a populace in defence of its rights, 
or in rebellious defiance of its superiors ; and 
it was no wonder that many of the monks, 
who abetted their vengeful prior at the com- 
mencement, began to dread the results of his 
obstinate persistance. But no one ventured 
even to hint the general opinion to him. Gis- 
lebert himself retired, rebuked and awestricken, 
irom an attempt he made to induce the prior 
to listen to some terms of accommodation. 
Sancgraal, with concise bitterness, professed 
himself to be better informed than any of the 
brethren, of the true condition of things. 
Those strong stimulants of a new religious 
excitement, would soon cease to produce their 
eflfectupon the populace, he said ! — they would 
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feel the need of the church's balsams, and 
return to their allegiance. .Then, in tones that 
made even the bigoted treasurer shudder, he 
added, he was well informed that in spite of 
all the licentious love and arguments of the 
Lutheran heresiarch, the miserable Yictim of 
his lust pined and moped incessantly, and was 
the prey of all the remorse and terror to which 
guilt so enormous necessarily consigned her. 
He knew, from sure authority, that Wolsey 
himself, wicked as he was and reckless of all 
means to attain his ends, yet refused to yield 
the main bulwarks of the church, and submit 
to the terms demanded by Koodspere as the 
price of his recognition of the cardinal's in- 
nocence in Percy's affair. And besides his 
feelings as an ecclesiastic on this subject, 
doubtless revenge and anger at the failure of 
his own flagitious passion must retain a potent 
influence ! The king, the queen, the Duke of 
Norfolk, the entire monastic body, adhered to 
their cause — and he would never surrender it 
while he was chief in the abbey, or possessed 
any influence in its resolves! — And thus 
matters continued during the considerable 
lapse of time we have mentioned, when 
rumours began to gain ground that some 
species of compromise was in course of nego- 
tiation, between the abbey, the legate, and 
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^ the revolted vassalage of Westminster. Gar- 
diner made his frequent appearance in the 
abbey, and was closeted in long conferences 
with the prior, while his rival secretary made 
an equally constant visitation in the Sanctuar)*^, 
Finally — and somewhat suddenly — Sancgraal 
himself announced to his well-pleased monks, 
that on condition of the removal of the heretic 
refugees from Westminster, he had arranged 
with the legate to withdraw the interdict, and 
reopen the church, without requiring to be 
allowed to prosecute the charges against the 
visitor, if he consented to withdraw for ever 
from their precincts. These conditions, the 
cardinal was coming in person to enforce ; 
and they were hastened the speedier to a 
conclusion by the desire the king expressed of 
celebrating a court marriage, which was imme- 
diately to take place, within the abbey. The 
Lord Percy and the Lady Mary Talbot were to 
be united by Wolsey himself, in the royal 
presence, without further delay All prelimi- 
naries were arranged ; and to give it the 
greater solemnity and magnificence, as was 
alleged— or for some additional luxury of 
vengeance in the act — Henry was resolved the 
marriage shoujld be effected in the Abbey 
Church I 

Early on the morning following this an- 
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noancement, the gates of the long desolate 
building were thrown open, and a great cohort 
of lay-brothers were observed at work with 
besoms in it, and in making yarious festal 
preparations. The report soon spread, and a 
most extraordinary number of persons flocked 
from all parts to witness the restoration of the 
sacred enclosure to its customary uses. At a 
later hour, the obstructions which had long 
kept the Gatehouse entrance to the Sanctuary 
impervious, were removed from within, and 
Master Secretary Cromwel was seen to cross 
thither, arriving direct from York Place. He 
was received at the entrance by the Lord 
Bigod, surrounded by a staff of the chief des- 
peradoes of the City of Eefuge, who welcomed 
Cromwel with apparent cordiality. By these 
personages he was conducted to St. Julian- 
of-the-Pilgrims, the headquarters of the chiefs 
of the resistance, religious and physical ; but 
Lord Bigod only undertook the office of con- 
ducting the emissary to the deserted wing of 
the hostel in which Roodspere and his young 
wife and Bilney resided, with jailer Mugwort, 
and two zealous female disciples, who served 
as their attendants, rather for love than hire. 
Long Meg's foray after her husband resulted 
^^ * remarkable failure, for the Sanctuary 
> isgusted with her virago insolence and 
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Tiolence of old, rescued ber spouse from her 
talons, and sent her home to keep house with 
the idiot servitor, in a manner that certain 
overlooked the claims of the sex to which she 
ostensibly belonged, on personal forbearance. 

The secretary and his noble convoy found 
Roodspere, his youthful bride, Bilney, and 
several persons, who, from their garbs, were 
probably citizens of London, seated in a 
chamber, which the reverential kindness of 
the latter had furnished with some degree of 
comfort and convenience. It may be remarked, 
that among these was the husband of Hunne's 
daughter, Hagar— ^a very wealthy and influen- 
tial merchant, but whose commerce was now 
severely crippled by the cardinal's Spanish 
war. Roodspere was reading to this attentive 
group a translation he made as he proceeded, 
of a letter that had just come to hand from 
Melancthon to himself, congratulating the new 
apostle on the reports of his rise and progress, 
which it appeared had already passed into 
Germany. Bilney, with a calmly elate coun- 
tenance, listened to every word afiectionately, 
as if they came from some long cherished 
and beloved friend. And beside him, like a 
&vourite daughter near her sire, sate Lily- 
Virgin — one of her hands clasped in the 
venerable Reformer'g— but looking far other- 
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wise than one would have expected, notwith- 
standing the stormy circumstances of the 
honeymoon, to have found a hride who had 
hut just beheld its wane. She now wore 
a secular dress, and her countenance was 
revealed— -exquisitely and spiritually beautiful 
as oyer ; but she was pale as her own flower 
in the moonlight; and though her gaze was 
fixed in an ecstasy of love and admiration on 
her young husband, and she seemed to drink 
in his every utterance as if it had been of a 
divine music, her attitude was drooping and 
faint — almost powerless — and a deep shadow of 
despondency, as of some unseen presence of 
evil, dwelt on her beauty like the twilight of 
the Valley of Death projecting far into the 
sunny regions of the earth! And it was 
strange that the moment she perceived Crom- 
wel a glow of colour mounted to her temples, 
and she sprang with an eager and joyful ex- 
clamation, which yet had in it something of 
the sharpness and anguish of a suppressed 
shriek. It was this latter version that struck 
the acute observation of the secretary chiefly. 
" All is well, lady fair !" he said, with strained 
cheerfulness, *' if only Master Roodspere plays 
his part manfully and faithfully ! My lord 
thinks only of how to reinstate him as well as 
himself in the king's favour — and assents to 
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all the terms proposed. Here is a. safe con* 
duct, signed also by the king's highness's 
own hand — and you may look within a brief 
while to receive him back to [your arms, with 
full release and benediction on your matri- 
mony, under all the legatine forms !" 

''And then, dearest wife! these foolish 
phantoms will cease for aye to haunt thee — 
for phantoms are they only, raised by a black 
magician, whose fumigations darken God's 
pure sunshine around us both ! Master Se- 
cretary, I am ready — my father, Bilney, will 
read the rest of this precious and consoling 
epistle to ye, brethren," said Boodspere, ceas- 
ing from his task, " and unto ye all, but spe- 
cially to you, father indeed, since you are my 
soul's foster-sire ! and to you, generous knight 
and noble, I commend, meanwhile, the pro- 
tection and consolation of this my sole earthly 
treasure and care! Do ye plight me your 
words to this or ere I depart ?" 

" Yea, by St Botolph of Bigod ! for my 
part in the answer !" replied the triumphant 
leader of the revolt of the Sanctuary. " But 
forget not, according to promise, thou valiant 
clerk, to urge on the cardinal my new claims 
to his consideration ! — I say not that thou 
shouldst ask for Calais again — and it is early 
times yet, I fear, to be bidden take our own 
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rewards out of the abbey heapings jonder. 
But if he needs any desperate service in his 
new wars, here am I, Bigod of Chepstow^ as 
fit a man as another to take it in hand ! As 
for the misshapen, hugging bear, who calls 
himself my brother, tell the cardinal I renounce 
him as such — ^and the rather that he hath 
sent me word of late, if I cease not from 
my opposition to his will, he will leave his 
cowl, and reclaim his birthright and estates, 
as one ousted of the same by unlawful threats 
and cozenings ! It were as good to wrangle 
as for a kemelled nut, but we may see thereby 
he also espies the old house is tottering in all 
its beams !" 

" Doubt not — ^I were most ungrateful else ! 
and I trust I shall carve the prior work enough 
to answer his own imputings ! — ^The unhappy 
woman, your father's wife. Master Luttrel, 
hath so totally disappeared, and under such 
false allegings, that it is no lack of Christian 
charity to believe she hath been in some un- 
lawful, perhaps, murtherous, wise, disposed 
of!" said Roodspere — adding with an appear- 
ance of hesitation, " Yet so deeming, how can 
I leave thee — though but for the brief passage 
to York Place — within the reach of that black 
grasp, my Lily bride !" 

" Not 80 far, Master Roodspere ; you need 
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neyer be fairly out of sight : the cardinal is 
coming to the abbey !" said Cromwel. This 
seemed to surprise Hoodspere, who, it ap- 
peared, had heard , nothing of the intended 
matrimonial celebration; but it gave him 
much satisfaction. And at the same time 
Lily- Virgin cast herself into his arms, and 
with the most moying tears and entreaties, 
implored of him to hasten and obtain the 
promised release from their falsely-imposed 
TOWS, and the turbulence and horrors of the 
Sanctuary. ^* In sooth, sweet pearl, it is but 
a yile setting for thee, this shellscurf of the 
papal leprosy !" said Roodspere, with a deep 
sigh ; and, comforted by the earnest promises 
of his friends and adherents, he finally took a 
tender farewell of his bride, and followed 
Cromwel to the abbey church. It was only 
when they reached the exterior of the Gate- 
house, and perceived the great and brilliant 
concourse there assembled, that Cromwel 
explained to him the exact state of circum- 
stances, and the intended marriage of Percy 
and the Lady Mary Talbot. This was the 
only means the cardinal found effectual to 
appease the king's fury ; and, with the 
testimony in his favour Roodspere was to 
afford, he did not now doubt to regain all 
his old supremacy over him, which would 
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enable bim to extend his protection to Rood- 
spere himself, and his adherents. By what 
cruel means this sorrowful matrimony was 
brought about — by what persuasions, menaces, 
and inhuman exertion of parental authority— 
Gromwel did not even affect to deny, and the 
first spectacle that presented itself to Rood- 
spere on arrival sufficiently attested. 

The Cardinal was in the now extinct chapel, 
or compartment, in the extremity of the south 
cross, of St. Blaize, formerly used as a 
revestiary, or chamber in which the priests 
who were to officiate at the principal masses 
arrayed themselves in their robes. Roodspere 
was escorted thither, noticing as he went a 
great assemblage of the relatives and friends of 
the two noble houses about to form an alliance, 
but not a single member of the community 
of Westminster. The latter circumstance 
gave him some satisfaction; and he could 
have derived little from observation of the 
bridal groups. Gloom and sadness sate on 
every visage ; and when Roodspere followed 
Cromwel into the chapel of St. Blaize, the 
appearance of the bridegroom, of his father, 
the Earl of Northumberland, and even of the 
relentless politician, Gardiner, whom they 
found closeted there with the cardinal, was 
equally unpromising. Wolsey was seated, 
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arrayed over his scarlet, in a stole whose 
lustrous gems and embroidery might have 
shamed the most gorgeous ephods of the high 
priests of Solomon ; while at his feet, in an 
abject attitude of submission, knelt the Lord 
Percy, garbed in white velvet as a bride- 
groom, but with whiter cheeks— tears stream- 
ing from his eyes, listening to an exhortation 
doubtless intended to steel him for the painful 
ordeal he had to pass through. The Earl of 
Northumberland, an aged, stqoping personage, 
resembling some bronzed figure of ancient 
chivalry, but with a countenance whose 
avaricious, careworn wrinkles were rather 
those of a miser and scrivener than of the 
descendant of the warlike Hotspur, leaned 
with tremulous anxiety over the back of 
Wolsey's chair. The cardinal himself looked 
agitated, and it was clear that Hoodspere's 
arrival added to his emotion. Neverthe- 
less, he appealed to him as to one whose 
presence he had summoned for the purpose. 
" This is he of whom I speak, who will 
witness how passionately the king is taken 
with this painted fly, that had so nigh 
gudgeoned thee !" he said. " And what a 
madness were it in thee to compete with so 
royal and mighty a king, to whom kings 
themselves do yield the 'pas with humility. 
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thy father hath already most earnestly shown 
unto thee ! Ay, and it were flat treason in 
thee to have hoped to 'scape the king's rage, 
for how else could it be but by armed aid of 
your vassalage and alliance ? Perchance even 
of Scotland, as was done of old in the time of 
the great Percy forfeiture ! Men have gone to 
the block on treasons much less dangerously 
proven, in the way of inference ! — ^Remember 
how great Buckingham poured his royal blood 
on the scaffold ! Thou shouldst have lived all 
thy life a disinherited man, and young Josce- 
line — whom thy sire hath no cause to love 
less than thyself, seeing that he hath never 
given him any pain or turmoil of thought^ 
should have held your place in England, even 
as the black prior's brother here did oust him 
of his true succession, and only through a 
stepmother's hate ! And hadst thou carried 
it all by thy foolish will — Passion of Christ! — 
what blessing couldst thou have expected 
on thy broken pledge to Mary Talbot? — Only 
God's vengeance, and the Church's, on men 
forsworn ! — Which were likeliest to come to 
thee in the way of a most infinite dishonour ! 
For know ye not what a name this managed 
jennet of thine hath in France ? Seeing of 
what light material she is made, that any 
wind can blow hither and thither, canst thou 
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doubt what the end would have been when a 
king so much royaller and imperious of his 
will than Francis, that first won her, should 
have renewed his offers to thy wife ? Hotspur 
would have had perchance a royal grandson, 
but not such full surely as he projected him- 
self when he set the crown of England on 
the point of his sword at Shrewsbury !" 

" I know the king loved her — ^but she loved 
me ! — She would have been true to me through 
tortures and death — and I am false to her !" 
groaned the bridegroom. " I am pledged to 
her — ^pledged by my soul and all the holy 
witnesses of faiih ! — My very heartstrings are 
twined with hers!'* 

" Thou art pledged to her by thine own 
folly, and her craft, whereof I know not which 
be the greater !" returned the cardinal. " Thou 
sawest the birdlime, foolish mavis, and deemed 
it but a brighter sunshine on the branches ! — 
Tell me, mad steer, which is likeliest to know 
what is best for thee, and to compass it — thine 
own un governed appetites, or the sober discre- 
tion of thy father and of me, that am thy lord 
and superior alike temporally and spiritually ? 
— Go to ! Let not thy proud cate know a 
Percy wept to lose a mismatch with a simper- 
ing mercer's daughter, once removed ! — And 
what avails the drop of Howard blood in such 
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a sea of rabble slush ? — But in any case, hast 
thou courage to face a herd of roaring lions ? 
— For, by my fay, the king's passions, being 
roused, are more deadly and masterful I*' 

" Never think it, son I — never think it that 
for my whole life I have been as it were a 
patient labourer, to raise up our house to its 
old grandeur and inheritance — to let all be cast 
away again on a rash boy's escheat !" said the 
Earl of Northumberland. " Either thou dost 
now as thou art bidden — or I will do as I am 
bidden, and make Josceline my heir!" 

" And know ye not how many scriptural 
points go to teaching us the due obedience to 
our princes ?" continued the cardinal. " But 
how terrible — ^how insupportable to any sub- 
ject it were to endure his sovereign's wrath- 
even stone walls may teach us ! Hadst thou 
seen how he raged at ourself even ! — but lo 
ye, this is a beloved and most beauteous spouse 
and queen ! And see ye, she swoons almost to 
the embrace of death, facing her king's for- 
bidding, in the limning here !" 

The cardinal pointed as he spoke, with a 
quivering hand, to the ancient fresco painting 
that concealed the bare walls of the Chapel of 
St. Blaize ; and every eye followed the gesture. 
It was the work of a monk of Westmin- 
ster, a man of singular though untaught and 
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grotesque genius in his art, whose very name 
was forgotten — ^whose works were destined tobe 
obliterated, with the exception of a few faint 
traces, before an appreciating age could arise. 
The huge painting represented, in a maze of 
superb colouring and gilding, with little or no 
attention to perspective and scholastic ana- 
tomy, but with infinite force and meaning, the 
moment when Esther appeared before Ahasue- 
rus, to implore the redemption of the chosen 
people from the merciless fury of their pur- 
posing destroyer, Haman. Percy turned with 
a shudder from the deathly pallor in the coun- 
tenance of the swooning queen, while on the 
contrary, Roodspere fixed an earnest and 
indeed fascinated and absorbed gaze on the 
whole group. 

" Go, then, with your noble sire, and show 
yourself like an eager and expectant bride- 
groom, in readiness to receive his highness and 
the Shrewsbury accompaniment !" said Wolsey. 
" There have been reports which you will have 
something ado to make the Lady Mary forget 
— BO look the cheerfuller on it! My Lord 
Northumberland, keep with your son, and tell 
him stories of all the good weddings tliat you 
remember in your time, which must, for the 
chief part, have in the like manner been 
made !" 
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The earl took the hint, and, somewhat 
roughly grasping his son by the arm, drew 
him out of the chapel, amidst the group of 
weddingers in the transept. Wolsey then 
turned to Roodspere. " What stare ye at so 
wonderously, master doctor r" he observed, in 
mild but yet tremulous and agitated tones. 
** And so we meet again ! — ^but that I have 
cause to dread thine horoscope, rail at supersti- 
tions howsoever we hear thou dost, thyself canst 
scarcely say otherwise ! Thy rashness, and 
mine enemies' urgings, have placed me before 
the king in the light of a traitorous conspirer 
against his pleasure — one that hath crossed 
him on a point wherein his will is so strangely 
set that it floweth like the wind of which Indian 
seamen discourse, without ceasing, all one 
way ! — By the same act am I made to appear 
the unkind betrayer of the interests of my own 
two most faithful friends and adherents, to 
serve a blood I hold in peculiar distrust and 
mislike ! — Nevertheless, I will keep my troth, 
if you come prepared to clear me, by a true 
confession, of this mortal invention, and set me 
right again in my king's judging breast :" 

" I am here, sir, to witness to all the truth 
in that matter — conditioning that your grace 
solemnly contracts to appease the scruples of 
my most dear wife, by releasing me from my 
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detested yoke, and authorising our renewed 
solemnities with your own lips !** replied 
Roodspere, steadily. 

" O, all the saints ! — ^Knit anew the false 
knot the heresiarch Bilney has tied!" ex- 
claimed Wolsey, passionately ; but a moment's 
reflection seemed to suggest a milder course to 
him. " Call her not wife again before us until 
then! — it hurts our very sense like the wriggling 
of an eariwig ! — But truly you are no longer 
worthy to be of our church, and (our Lady 
pardon me !) I will permit you to retire to your 
own at Antwerp, as speedily as possible, right 
joyfully removing the scandal and danger of 
your presence here. But the king's wrath— 
which is but couchant not stilled — can only be 
removed by your aiding, as far as in you lies, 
to repair the damage you have done — and in 
bringing back Mistress Boleyn to the court ! 
— At present, she refuses to receive any letter, 
message, or entreaty— disdains alike summons 
and command — will not even see the king in 
person come to beg for mitigation ! But 
mayhap, being her accomplice, she will listen 
more reasonably to you — and the rather, when 
by the issue of this day's business, her hopes 
elsewhere being effectually rebuked, she dis- 
cerns her stout-hear tedness is of no avail, 
•he will lend a meeker ear to the glorious 

2 a2 
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proposals the king will offer on her accept^ 
ance !" 

During this speech, Roodspere's pale coun- 
tenance had gradually glowed into an expres- 
sion of indignation and rejection, whose utter- 
ance Cromwel hastened with masterly dexterity 
to prevent. " Master Roodspere cannot hesi- 
tate — his fair wife will else, too certainly, go 
mad under the oppression of her open-eye 
dreams !" he exclaimed. 

" Dare not, again I say, to call her wife — a 
priest's wife — in my presence, and without my 
licence, which on no other terms shall he ob- 
tained !" said Wolsey, with angry vehemence. 

" Will you hear, then, the tale of a monk's 
paramour, my lord cardinal ? — Truly, she was 
a wife too ! — the wife of Marchant Hunne ! — 
for such was the chorister, Dan Gloria ! — ^who, 
also, has disappeared in a manner which leaves 
me scarcely the shadow of a doubt, or of a 
hope, but that she is barbarously destroyed by 
him !*' replied Roodspere, with more than equal 
warmth. 

''Dare not again to broach this hideous 
calumny — the invention of hatred and ma- 
lignity — or would you, indeed, destroy the 
church utterly ?" exclaimed Wolsey. " How- 
ever it be, I command thee, and all, to keep 
silent on the matter — though I believe in no- 
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thing of it — or in little! — ^The monks have 
sent this foreign singing-bird back to his own 
woodlands — that is all ! — And I have made 
peace with thera, for I find that he who strives 
to mend an old house with new timbers is like- 
liest to bring it altogether down about his 
ears ! — In brief, make your election : either to 
do as I have said, on command — when what- 
soever recompense and pardon, for yourself 
and your adherents, you may demand, I will 
freely give ; or, I must plainly avouch, I can 
no longer afford you any protection ! — And I 
will utterly disavow you in any kinship — 
which, me thinks, will affright Sir Amias 
Paulet's simple daughter more than my little- 
meaning kisses of yore in the oratory ! — 
And I will, for I must, give you up to 
the fury of the monks, and of the king, 
who is importuned incessantly to lend a 
hand in rooting you out of your unwhole- 
some burrow! — All else is going well with 
me ! Campeius is at Calais, ready to embark 
as soon as this sickness in his train abates — 
which is no politic invention, but a true malady 
^wherein men break into an effusing sweat, 
and, losing all humidity of blood, the stream is 
choked, as it were, with its own fatness — be- 
comes as a dull treacle in the veins, and a 
blue coldness and death ensue ! — ^Heaven for- 
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A loud flourish of trumpets, uttering what, 
under the circumstances, was rather the insult- 
ing and menacing signal of a conqueror's 
entrance than a cheerful harbingering, seconded 
the duke's announcement, and quickened 
Wolsey's movements with a start, and a 
degree of agitation that could scarcely escape 
notice. He calmed himself, however, with a 
strong effort, opened the gates of the chapel, 
and stepped hurriedly forth, making a signal 
to Gardiner only to follow. Roodspere now 
perceived that the transept was crowded with 
the splendid retinue of the king, and the pro- 
cession escorting the bride. The towering 
person of Henry himself was easily distin- 
guished, and he led the bride in his own hand ; 
and Roodspere felt all the anguish of Percy's 
position when he saw how little capable of 
supplying the loss of the magnificent and 
gorgeously-gifted beauty, whom the tyrant 
arrogated to himself, was the pale and 
drooping girl thus conducted to the sacrifice. 
Henry's visage was certainly the only joyful 
one among the bridal group ; and even the 
bridegroom came in for a share in his good 
humour. He addressed a jovial congratulation 
to him which made all the ladies blush, and 
all the lords laugh. He then himself put the 
bride's hand in Percy's, and with eyes whose 
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nT«g« sparkle Roodqpere cleuly discerned, 
excljdmed, *^ To wwk mt yovr spells, my lord 
cAniiiuJ!— so £ur and well conditioned a 
maich as llus it is as menr to make as to 
nanuke cue in all respects its opposite ?* 

Enconrajied br tkis sidelong expression of 
appioTal cf the pciicr to wliick Wolscy bad 
cov tcsasdtred kisself« bnored np br tkoae 
air-bUdiers of hope destined so sook to 1 
the cmrdisil rxerf^rmed iheiite with n i 
t^» cX his acc«>:;?aied somiov^ dij^nr. 

TV :he maj:«£:T cf the posoK niiMldrd in 
the a Vber ;;> wiia^tss ^e spee^nd^. tlim vm 
Ii:ue isi h ef 421 i::::::s:zal chancier : bnt Ae 
ea:r:« cisaLrr^orxK^ Cv ih-e srr^iks^ asid ^ 
prwe^rof ci ^-e kiay: aai exribsiL To 
K^\£$p*»re* i: w-i? a if*5e:a:M: o^ ^a? iksaess 
rtdr^^s cc sintr^ 43*i cf tiie hTTintT iiiait. 

atCBt h ij r-c^js: x i»iec ;:£* wickic3fi» asai 
$hjat>?: i2c i^^ ii? ?y^ w^j aaais audi 

^a u>» Will JU we 2iiT« $aiii^ i wv^ ^ rafie 
iai sTccwoi^ iie^OT- rfC riil ^f sCRsmziBi 
a&ftiJTri^ Mad ?x7K^gs£Ctt> T!te xrdsc 2ifil ^lUK 
»je itcaxiea;: wi.*a E^ciijr. ja>?«uK J^aaw ait 
3K%as}r itjsgcc woe •- r^^rwd rem Iiixba «*«: 
:ta^ HtoiiTci^'^ ^ocuie^ ^ ce^wngQUK i£ 
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the chosen people from their oppressor. Was 
it by chance, or by some providential or 
imaginative identification, that the majestic 
figure of the Persian king greatly resembled 
that of Henry VIII., not only in gorgeous 
garniture, but in personal characteristics ? The 
beauty wrhich the painter had bestowed, to his 
best ability, on the suppliant and distressed 
Esther — the personage of a dark and aged 
Vashti lowering in the distance — ^the blustering 
Haman whispering in the monarch's ear — the 
ragged Mordecai listening with the most 
intense anxiety at the gate of the court — 
completed a series of similes, whose conjunction 
struck upon Roodspere's excited imagination 
with the force of a direct revelation of the divine 
will ! The thought broke like the glow of wine 
upon his brain, that even thus as of old the 
Daughter of the Captivity redeemed her people 
from the destruction devised against them by 
the oppressive chief minister, Haman, through 
the love of her sovereign — so might the high- 
spirited and injured Anne Boleyn, already a 
convert of the Reformation, efiect that of which 
no other human agency seemed capable — 
overthrow the power of the tyrannous cardinal, 
and introduce the reign of a pure religion and 
morality — ^by the same means ! — The Vashti 
of this modernized scripture was already con- 
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temned and discarded like her of the ancient 
one ! The Mordecai !— might he not be taken 
as the representative of the maltreated, 
despised, and yet mercilessly-persecuted re- 
storers of Christianity, and find his counterpart 
in the person of the husband of Lily-Virgin . 
—While Roodspere thus gazed, the colouring 
seemed to take animation and to utter articulate 
speech — the groups to step from, the canvas— 
and, after the lapse of three thousand years, 
the Divine Cause of all beneficent human action 
seemed to purpose the repetition of one of His 
most remarkable, unmanifest interferences, on 
behalf of those whom he had chosen as the 
depositaries of his will ! It might have been 
the superstition of enthusiasm ! — yet who can 
say how it may please the supreme director of 
that immense machine He has fashioned for 
himself in the human mind, to achieve the vast 
results depending on this inspiration of the 
love, the despair, the compassion, and the in- 
dignation, all roused in Roodspere's heart like 
flames in the embers of a furnace, when the 
blastwind rouses its most latent sparks into 
vehement glow ! 

Cromwel, who all the while of the marriage 

+v>. A- 1, ^^ iniplicit obedience to 

the cardmal's will ,.« . 

wui — representing the incalcu- 
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lable dangers to himself, his young wife, and all 
his friends — the triumph of his cruel enemy, 
Gardiner — the destruction of his cause — that 
would e'se ensue — with all the energy and 
argument his own menaced share in the 
catastrophe could prompt — Cromwel also grew 
amazed at his absent and absorbed intensity of 
consideration! But when the act was completed 
—when all that words could do to unite two 
alien hearts was done, and showers of silver coin 
among the people, and exultant flourishes of 
heralds' trumpets, announced its consumma- 
tion — then, when he uttered a last fervent 
entreaty that, if insensible to every other senti- 
ment, Eoodspere would remember the terrific 
doubt kept in reserve, to be infused into his 
nectar cup of love — Cromwel was electrified 
with joy by Roodspere's reply, though he spoke 
like a man awaking from a dream. '' Be calm, 
be calm !— I do consent !'* — Almost at the 
same moment, the king, abruptly leaving the 
new kinsfolk to their congratulations, and 
escorted by Wolsey and Gardiner, entered the 
chapel of St. Blaize. 

Wolsey was undoubtedly engaged in the 
subject of his vindication, and in the proof he 
had secured in Eoodspere's testimony, for as 
they entered Henry interrupted him, with burly 
good humour and gaiety. " Tut, man, we are 

TOL. III. 2 B 
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content to believe you : let it pass, let it pass ! 
—You have redeemed your fault, whateyer it 
was, as nobly as Balin himself, that struck the 
dolorous stroke in King Pellam's Castle ! — Or 
will have, when the rest of your promise is 
redeemed, and this frosty star returns to sparkle 
in our heaven again ! — ^Yet we will hear what 
this confessioner of yours hath to say, for 'tis 
as good to listen to as a tale of the tempest 
men have just escaped ! Tell us all how it 
chanced — not as thou art schooled peradven- 
lure, thou ghostly clerk ! — and we will believe 
as if thou earnest from the dead thou seemest 
likelier to go among, without the need of 
thine enemies' shove over the brink." 

The king threw himself into the chair as he 
spoke, with a puffing sigh of satisfaction, and 
cas t ing one massive thigh over its arm, swung 
the leg leisurely backward and forward, fixing 
his still frowning eyes on Roodspere. 

" Kneel and make utterance, Eaphael, as 
an thou wert clearing thy soul in a death-bed 
confession !*' said Wolsey, with warmth, neither 
pleased with the evident insinuation in the 
king's words, nor with his apparent indiffer- 
ence to the purport of his own justification. 
Roodspere obeyed, and perceiving plainly tha 
there was no further possible use in concealing 
the circumstances to which he was privy, he 
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gave a full account of his connexion with the 
project of the clandestine marriage. During 
this statement, Henry hurst into frequent and 
stormy peals of laughter, slapping his hroad 
thigh with exultation, yet mingling terrihle and 
insulting expressions regarding his defeated 
rival and Anne Boleyn. The cardinal listened 
with the most intense anxiety and approval, for 
Roodspere's statement, in perfect consistency 
with the truth, entirely exonerated him from 
any share in the contrivance. The courageous 
candour with which Eoodspere avowed his own, 
seemed to produce even a favourable effect 
upon Henry himself. " By my head ! thou 
art a true vassal, whether thou speak est truth 
or not, thus to thrust thy breast between thy 
lord and his enemy's spear I — -But nay, Wolsey, 
we do believe in thy witness's honest visage, 
and that the monks lied on thee as they do in 
all other matters they put tongue to ! — ^per- 
chance on this outspoken lad, too, in the matter 
of his heresies ! — But still he is no better than 
he should be since he confesses his main ob- 
ject was to procure a safe refuge for the novice, 
whom they say now he hath cajoled to share 
his roost in the Sanctuary ! — But you have but 
half purged yourself, cardinal, until you fulfil 
the rest of your promise, and bring my fled 
falcon back to the jesses." 
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US to the palace, Wolsey, where we will give 
him his instructions, and certain lovetokens to 
our lady which shall persuade her we have 
well forgiven her her presumption and ingra- 
titude V 

" The cardinal's grace alone has power to 
grant me what I shall require, in the way of 
recompense, my liege !" said Roodspere. 

" Promise him all his asking, Wolsey, what- 
ever it be !" said Henry, with vehemence. 
" Meanwhile we will haste to conclude this 
joyful wedding, and will then expect master 
visitor in our privy chamber." 

Wolsey made an emphatic sign to Rood- 
spere, not to make his requests before the 
king, and an open expression of his willingness 
to grant whatever in reason could be demanded 
of him. " In or out of reason !" was Henry's 
gracious observation ; and ashamed to keep 
the bridal group any longer waiting, he re- 
joined them in the utmost imagiaable gaiety 
and good humour. Roodspere remained to 
prefer his requests; which were few but 
weighty. He required that the cardinal should 
grant him immediately a formal absolution 
from his vows, and Lily from her extorted 
plight; and that Wolsey should acknowledge 
the groundlessness of the imputation on his 
birth, by himself solemnising the union between 

2 B 2 
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them. That on his retum Bilney and he should 
he granted a safe conduct and free passage into 
Germany, and that his wife's inheritance should 
no longer he withheld from her nse. That 
meanwhile she was to remain, under the car- 
dinal's plight for her safety, in the Sanctuary, 
and under the guard of the Lord Bigod and 
his adherents ; who, in recompense for his 
yaliant and generous conduct throughout the 
affair, should be granted the govemment of 
Calais, with leave to enlist under the king's 
banner, and take thither, as many of the Sanc- 
tuary men as should be willing to accept 
honourable serrice with a chieftain for whom 
all had so much esteem. 

Wolsey demurred to some of these proposi- 
tions, and plainly declared that he would com- 
ply with none of them until Eoodspere had 
earned his wages by effecting the object in 
view. " You will find it no easy matter ! — 
never was there a lady so set on her own will 
and way as this ! — It is no policy to pay the 
workman before he brings home his piece !— 
Do your work and claim your hire !— But 
meanwhile, for Sir Amias's daughter, she will 
be safest and most honourably lodged in her 
nunnery !" 

" Or in your grace's palace !" subjoined 
Gardiner. The cardinal coloured and looked 
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embarrassed ; but Eoodspere so vehemently 
repudiated both propositions, and insisted with 
such immutable resolution on his own, that 
Wolsey at last, in no very gracious manner, 
accorded him all he asked, with the reserve 
that the full performance should only be 
exacted as the reward of his success. Then 
urging him to lose not a moment in his pre- 
parations, as the king's impatience admitted of 
no delay, Eoodspere returned into the Sanc- 
tuary, to announce the result, and accomplish 
the most heartrending and difficult of his tasks 
— the separation from his loved and loving 
bride. 

Wolsey remained for some time after all the 
other principal personages had left the abbey. 
With a strange absurdity of superstition, he 
had taken the notion that it was necessary he 
should make his peace with St. Edward, and he 
desired to offer an oblation and prayers at the 
shrine. But the Chapel of the Kings was 
found to be securely locked, and some time 
elapsed before the messenger sent for the keys 
— Gardiner undertook the office — returned 
with tidings that they were with the prior in 
his hermitage. Thither also Gardiner volun- 
teered to ascend to procure them ; and thus 
Wolsey had some time to wait, pacing the 
sunfraughty gleaming aisles, which were now 
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almost entirely deserted, perusing — ^vain lesson 
to so restless and ambitious a spirit! — those 
pompous hieroglyphs in which Death had 
written the vanity of all human success. 
Conquest, beauty, learning, pleasure, dominion 
— all alike humbled in the dust beneath the 
never-wearied tramp of the destroyer !— the 
silent ages seemed keeping watch over his 
trophies, wherever the eye fell, and his only : 
all others only swelled the pomp of his march, 
as the stars deepen by their brightness the 
darkness of night ! But a man who had 
even found a meaus for the display of his 
ostentation and rivalry of royal greatness^ in 
the preparation and ornament of his own 
sepulchre, could not read this impressive page 
aright ! — When Prior Sancgraal and Gardiner 
arrived they found Wolsey curiously contem- 
plating the frettings on the canopy of Edmund 
Crouchback, and descanting to Cromwel — 
who seemed now restored to some favour— on 
their admirable finish and arrangement. 

Wolsey received the prior with a gracious- 
ness he had never yet displayed towards him. 
" Our secretary and your constant pleader. 
Dr. Stephen, here, will bear me witness I am 
ready as far as man can be, to do my devoir 
to our Lady, and restore her stolen novice to 
her ! But for what remains to be done, you 
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must make and use your opportonities, lord 
prior, during Master Roodspere's absence — 
which can only be for some few days. 
Otherwise, I must keep my word with him, 
and inflict indeed a heayy blow on the whole 
polity and discipline of the church ! But needs 
must I — ^Meanwhile I would make my peace 
with St. Edward, and strive to obtain his 
forgiveness for what I may be thought to have 
done against his honour." 

**The chapel has been closed during the 
entire interdict — it must now be very close 
and musty, sir !" replied Sancgraal, in a 
strangely hollow, and as it were far-off tone, 
from the depths of his cowl. " Howbeit, it 
must be entered sometime or another — and as 
well now as another! — I will cense before 
your grace, to remove, if I may, the deathly 
perfume that makes the air so sick !" 

He snatched rather than took a censer-pot 
from an attendant who happened to be passing, 
and, liberally diffusing the cloudy fragrance 
around, led the way to St. Edward's Chapel. 
Wolsey followed. Cromwel afterwards re- 
membered that Sancgraal stood stockstill for 
a moment on the top of the steps before he 
undid the door ; while with something pecu- 
liarly wild and disordered in his manner, he 
pointed to the inscription on the tomb of 
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Edward I., which designated him '^ Malleus 
Scotorum." — " Hearken ! — eTcn thus silently, 
for ages, on death's anvil, hath lain this Ham- 
mer of the Scots ! — Death is as speechless as 
his own worms ! — Let us on." 

The cardinal himself gazing around the 
dasty magnificence of the royal sepulehre, 
admitted that the dank odour which hung oyer 
it was far from pleasant — and hastened to com- 
plete his devotion. But as he knelt before the 
front block of the feretory, Cromwel drew his 
robe back, and observed, " Take care, sir, how 
you kneel ! — ^What dark ooze is this ?*' He 
pointed to a slender stream, trickling from the 
middle recess of the shrine, of a brown red 
hue, that had meandered over the floor to some 
distance, in the twisting convolutions of a knot 
of serpents. Cromwel turned and looked full 
at Sancgraal ; but he was already on both his 
knees, assiduously, nay, violently engaged in 
wiping up the stain, in his own resumed sack- 
cloth robe. 

" What can this be ?" continued Cromwel, 
with strong emotion. " Can the unfortunate 
Italian, who has disappeared, hav e commUied 
suicide on thb spot ? — since that is still the 
way in which troublesome people remove them- 
selves out of Westminster !" 

"His body wotdd remain, so! — men can- 
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not bury themselves ! — The meanest of us hath 
his servitors to do him such honour at the 
last!" replied Sancgraal, continuing his labour 
with wild earnestness. " But I see now what 
It is ! — Some awkward worshipper has caused 
the chalice to fall, full of wine, and see — the 
Sancgraal lies shattered to pieces below the 
cup V 

" Wine ?*' said Cromwel, stooping, dipping 
a finger in the fluid, and putting it to his 
nostrils with a shudder. ** Ay, we had such 
wine as this, in runlets, on the field of Pavia, 
some brief while after the battle, my Lord 
Prior!" 

" Why then, they have put some diseased 
wretch, for cure, in the recess, against constant 
forbidding!" replied Sancgraal. "Will it 
please your grace now to kneel ?'' 

*• I will return some other day — when the 
winds have swept out these noisome airs from 
your church!** replied Wolsey, who had 
listened to this dialogue with evident interest 
and emotion. " I know not how it is — our 
heart fails us now! — Sirs, let us hence !'* 
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CHAPTEB XXXV. 
THE SWEATING SICKNESS. 

On the following day — and the king's impa- 
tience would scarcely have allowed that intienral, 
only it was impossible the presents, letters, and 
other propitiatory offerings could be prepared 
in less time — Roodspere took his departure for 
Hever Castle, in Kent. There the disgraced 
maid of honour had retired, under her father's 
care, to endure the agony of her own mind and 
the reproaches of the time-serving and disap- 
pointed knight. Sir Thomas Boleyn, conclud- 
ing, with some reason, that hb own prospects 
were placed under a cloud by the circumstances 
attending his daughter's failure. Moreover, 
no advantage seemed likely to accrue in any 
direction, Anne continuing to repulse with the 
utmost obstinacy and disdain every attempt of 
her royal lover to conciliate her pardon and 
reconcile her to his resolution in breaking off 
her purposed match. 

Roodspere was the bearer of a casket of 
valuable jewels, of a passionate though some- 
what pedantic and imperious love-letter, en- 
treating the sun of beauty to return and en- 
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lighten the night that had reigned in the court 
ever since her departure, and in the heart of her 
king ; appointing her father to a place he had 
long coveted and sued for, as treasurer of the 
royal household; and declaring that nothing 
else should be refused that Mistress Boleyn 
would accept as ransom for the captive heart 
of her sovereign-servant. Eoodspere was fur- 
nished with an ample purse for his expenses, a 
horse from the royal stables, a safe -conduct, 
and three stout yeomen of the king's guard to 
enforce it, if need were. Nothing seemed 
wanting that might have added alacrity and 
good cheer to his undertaking. His conscience 
was satisfied, not only of its lawfulness, but of 
its express ordination, the result of all his re- 
searches into the case, long previously pro- 
pounded to him by Wolsey, regarding the legi- 
timacy of the king's marriage, had terminated 
most decisively, according to his judgment, in 
its condemnation. Henry's extravagant pas- 
sion, as displayed in the parting interview with 
his supposed emissary, justified every calcula- 
tion on its possible results. It was not likely 
that now, effectually debarred from all hopes 
of an union with her lover, and stimulated by 
revenge and ambition, Anne Boleyn would 
refuse to tread on the splendid path to be 
opened before her, terminating in a throne ! — 

TOL. III. 2 
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He left his bride under the watcbful guardian- 
ship of Bilney, and of the now united chivalry 
and views of interest of the formidable Bigod« 
whose hatred of his brother was an effectual 
safeguard against any machinations on Sane- 
graal*8 part, even if Lily's marriage had not 
effectually rebuked his sinister designs. His 
farewell with her, though of a nature so affect- 
ing as almost to deprive him of resolution for 
the enterprise, was yet alleviated by the joyful 
hopes he was enabled to give her, and her 
own most earnest and fevered desire that he 
should lose no unnecessary moment in convert- 
ing them into realities. The spell of her 
ingrained superstitions, he perceived, could not 
otherwise be removed, but might effectually be 
so by the fulfilment of the cardinal's promises. 
And yet, with all these consolatory and bright- 
ening views, a languor and despondency which 
scarcely allowed him the necessary strength 
and energy to proceed in his task, weighed on 
his spirits as he left the Sanctuary. 

Roodspere endeavoured to account to himself 
in some measure for this profound depression 
from an event of a gloomy nature that occurred 
before his departure. The swearing deserter 
had been taken suddenly ill in the midst of his 
cups, drinking to Roodspere's good success, on 
the previous evening — and with no slight ail- 
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ment, since, in his own words, he was as 
it were put into a bath of fire ! He sent to 
entreat Koodspere, by the blood of Christ ! — 
which was his usual dreadful oath — to come and 
shrive him cleaner than the monks could ; which 
it seemed it was his impression the new teacher 
was well qualified to do. Supposing, from the 
suddenness of the man's disorder, that it was 
the result of his debauch, Roodspere neverthe- 
less, with his habitual kindness, complied with 
the request, on his way out of the Sanctuary. 
But to his surprise, he found the poor wretch 
in the agonies of death, convulsed in the most 
frightful manner, by the action of a disease 
which the wild ruffianage surrounding their 
dying comrade's miserable couch, all united in 
averring had never previously been witnessed 
by any of them. The sufferer appeared to be 
under the influence of some strange poison, 
that knit all his sinews into knots ; his whole 
person was in a fiery glow, and yet the sweat 
poured, as if from the perforations of a sponge, 
all over his person. Some said he must have 
been bitten by a mad dog ; others, that a 
certain old woman, who was considered a 
witch, had placed him under some direful 
spell. But the delirious wretch himself was 
seized with the notion that the prior's curse 
was at work upon him, and that Roodspere 
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in a degree to encourage the notion. He 
rested that night in a wayside inn ; but the 
exceeding oppression of his frame returned 
during the hours of slumber, so heavily, 
that, when morning came, he felt that he had 
scarcely energy left to mount his horse, and 
resume the route. Nevertheless he perse- 
vered, and again, with the fresh air and glow 
of the early morning, the lethargic faintness 
wore off his limbs, and the enthusiasm of his 
ideas revived with inspiring force* In this 
manner he arrived, while it was still early day, 
at Hever Castle. 

He found affairs in the ancient fortified 
mansion bearing this title in a singular condi- 
tion. Sir Thomas Boleyn, the master of the 
house, received the cardinal's messenger (It 
was as such that Roodspere presented him- 
self) with the utmost respect ; but confessed 
that his daughter, defying all duty and sub- 
mission, had so constantly refused to give an 
answer to any of the king's own servants, that 
he had no hopes of her receiving one whom she 
would probably hold to come from much the 
same quarter. Nay, she had refused, with 
the utmost resolution, to see Henry himself, 
who had deigned to ride over from Greenwich 
in person, to assure her that, with the excep- 
tion of her designs on the heir of Northum-> 

2 c 2 
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berland, his majesty was not inexorably dis- 
pleased with her ! She had locked herself 
in her chamber, whence no entreaties could 
indace her to come forth, until the king 
departed. Sir Thomas professed a conve- 
nient ignorance of all other reasons of con- 
tention and displeasure between Henry and 
the brilliant maid of honour — ^which it seemed 
all the siege of supplications addressed to her 
—messengers, presents, letters, and universal 
report — ^had in no way availed to remove. 

This account was not very encouraging; 
but Roodspere hoped his name vrould produce 
a £ftTourable effect, coupled with information 
that he brought the lady news it imported 
her most highly to hear — concerning the Lord 
Percy. It was so. Anne Boleyn consented, 
with an eagerness that greatly surprised her 
diplomatic sire, to receive this new ambassador. 
Koodspere was shown into a chamber wains- 
coted with black oak, relieved with an heraldic 
border of the arms of all the illustrious races 
with which the union of the parvenu Boleyns 
with the house of Norfolk, enabled them to 
claim affinity. She was seated before a table 
strewed with letters and various gUttering 
JV«— presents, doubtless, from her lover— per- 
IM^ endeavouring, by the contemplation of 
^^♦^ pledges, to fortify her trust in his con- 
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wits !'' she continued, with m hysterical peal 
of laughter. " Hath the false cardinal made 
a monk of him ? — ^He might be so wrought 
upon, as but for me, he had been still the very 
slave of the scarlet traitor's frown ! — And now 
in my enforced absence— and all my loving 
letters and messages, by mine own conspiring 
sire, denied passage to him ! — Why, come the 
worst, what is it ? — Only, good master doctor, 
that I can no longer keep the tune of your 
true doctrine, but must bid farewell to the 
light, too, and cloister me — unlike thy fair 
novice ! — for the sick remainder of my days. 
When we are dead, they will not deny us to 
sleep together in the grave-^and even there I 
know mine arms will open to welcome my 
gracious monk to an eternal Paraclete !^ 

Roodspere was so moved with this depth of 
tenderness in one whose light, coquettish bril- 
liancy of superfice gave no intimation of feeling 
so profound, that he could not for some instants 
reply. He felt that he stood between a human 
heart and the misery of its entire existence, 
and he hesitated to utter the words that con- 
signed it to its doom I But Sir Thomas Boleyn 
solved the humane perplexity. He had not 
accompanied Roodspere into the apartment, 
resolving to maintain his decent ignorance of 
the real subject of all this visitation ; but he 
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had made some private inquiries among Rood- 
spere's attendants, and now burst into the 
chamber, with the exclamation, " Fie on thee, 
daughter, to go mad for a popinjay that hath 
already mated him with another! Percy is 
married — ^married to his betrothed V* 

" Married ! — married to his betrothed !" 
shrieked Anne, starting up as if the roof were 
crushing in. " His betrothed ? — Why, that 
is me ! — Father, such jests as these do ill be- 
come your sober years and ripe discretion; 
they are such as children make in April, when 
they are young as the season ! — Percy has 
sworn more oaths than there are drops on the 
glittering grass, after one of the showers, then, 
to wed with Anne Boleyn, or with none ! — 
And well ye wot Anne Boleyn is not wedded 
yet!" 

" Alas, alas ! — ^but it is as true as that the 
winter wind is now sweeping through the bare 
boughs, lady ! — ^With mine own eyes I saw the 
Lord Percy wedded to the Lady Mary Talbot, 
two yesters past, before the high altar of St. 
Edward !" said Roodspere, speaking hurriedly 
and confusedly, as an unwilling and unwonted 
butcher goes through his task. 

Anne Boleyn looked at him — and rarely has 
even that complex and wonderful mirror of 
the human soul expressed such an infinitude of 
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mighty king — ^no matter! — ^It shall not be 
always thus ! — there are others that love Anne 
Boleyn, who — O, blessed Lord ! and can it 
then be true that I have thrown my whole 
existence away upon this manless slave, and 
that this pain — this consuming gnaw — ^must 
abide for ever henceforth in my heart's core ? 
— Shall Percy have sweet children, and they 
call Mary Talbot, mother ? — God, my God ! 
what have I done to merit this ? — What had I 
done, ere I was create, to merit Thy wrath, that 
Thou hast brought me out of nothingness to 
set this hell aglow within my living breast ?" 
She sunk to the table as she uttered this terrible 
demand, which human anguish has so often 
extorted, in pardoned blasphemy, with her 
hands clasped on her brows; and for some 
moments the two auditors listened with awe- 
stricken sadness to the paroxysm of grief and 
dry sobs in which the climax of the unhappy 
lady's suffering vented itself. Suddenly she 
raised her head, and, with eyes unwet by a 
single tear, but fearfully brilliant and blighted, 
she continued, in tones of unnatural calmnes s, 
" Well, sir, you have done your office— and, I 
thank you — very gently! Your axe, master 
executioner, is well edged and polished — you 
have put me to no needless pain ! — But is this 
all your business with her that must remain 
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tihioned to be tbe charnel-house of so mean a 
corpse? — Had it been a hero's, now — some 
▼aliant spirit whose cypress a woman might 
have borne prouder than of all others' living 
laurels — that were much ! — By this heavenly 
light ! I think I should not grieve then ! 
— But a cowardly shrinker from all 
manhood and honourableness — so poor a 
creature as this needs must be — and I, I, I— 
I who thought myself the world's match for 
good wit and understanding — to be cozened by 
such a paltry knave's professions ! — would it 
not make a devil weep? — There will be rare 
sport in the court now ! — ^How they will 
wreathe smiles when they hear Anne Boleyn's 
self must wear the willow, now! — ^Tell me, 
thou perfect contrary of thyself ! — are all men 
like ye twain, very reverses of your outward 
shows ? — Are murtherers the only pitiable lad?, 
and branded thieves the only honest men ?" 

" Let me have speech, madam, and I will 
show, I come on no errand unseemly to any 
honourable opinion you may have of me !" 
said Roodspere, " Tarry, Sir Thomas Boleyn ! I 
come to proffer your daughter no such imworthi- 
ness as perchance your wrong imputings place 
in my purposes hither ! — Lady, if it please 
you, as plainly I deem to discern it pleaseth 
heaven — and shall beyond all measure displease 

VOL. III. 3d 
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the tyrannous cardinal — ^you, whom he suflfered 
not to be Percy's countess, shall live to be Henry's 
queen ! — ^The hand of God is in it, who would 
raise an Esther to the people once more ! — 
Wolsey himself acts but as the blind instru- 
ment in the work, whose barbarous deed has 
for ever severed you from your lover ! — ^who 
is even now busied, heart and soul, in the un- 
wifing and dethroning of the papistical Vashti, 
whose forfeit place shall be yours ! — And you 
are but tempered in these cold waves of sorrow, 
lady, like the steels of the Tagus, to make you 
the more unbending weapon in the Ghreat 
Wielder's hand !» 

There was a very considerable pause. 
"What does he say? — ^Is he mad ?" said Sir 
Thomas Boleyn, at last. •* Unwifing and de- 
throning the queen's majesty ! — All men of 
good information about the court, master 
doctor, report that the inquiry is raised simply 
for the more undoubted promulgation of the 
Lady Mary's right of inheritance, and satis- 
faction of her French wooer's scruple !" 

Roodspere replied to this allegation by 
stating the incontestable personal knowledge 
he had accidently acquired of Wolsey's real 
intentions, on his first memorable visit to York 
Place. Then, with an eloquence which par- 
took indeed of the eiFulgent utterance of an 
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inspiration, he expounded to the two amazed 
listeners the mighty scheme that had burst 
upon his imagination in the Chapel of St. 
Blaize. His words seemed to reel to his lips 
with the fulness of the ideas that sought ex- 
pression there. The divorce, he averred, was 
an immutable and settled basis, on which this 
glorious project might much more easily be 
raised than the towering structure of personal 
ambition their common oppressor, the cardinal, 
hoped to build upon it. He enlarged on the 
unparralleled vehemence of the king's passion 
— the headstrong impulses by which he was 
swayed. Were he once convinced that he had 
no hopes of gratifying this absorbing sentiment 
but by a lawful marriage with its object, his 
ideas would speedily run, with their character- 
istic impetuosity, in that channel. What 
vengeance could be sweeter and meeter on the 
cardinal, than that he should be the means of 
clearing the path for the elevation of the per- 
son he had so deeply injured, whose influence 
might then suffice to overthrow his tyrannous 
ascendancy, and balk the supreme object of his 
ambition and existence — as he had already 
defeated hers ? — ^To swell the full tide of her 
indignation against this personage, Boodspere 
gave a most exasperating detail of the threats and 
arguments Wolsey had used to vanquishTercy's 
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repugnance to the sacrifice, and a most moving 
one, of the utter prostration and anguish of 
the victim bridegroom. What reply could be 
at once more emphatic and victorious, to the 
cardinal's calumnies and insinuations, than her 
elevation to so glorious preeminence ? — ^But a 
brighter crown than any of earthly dominion 
might also be achieved by her ! — She might 
redeem the suffering and condemned Church 
of Christ from the bondage and persecutions 
of Haman, and become for ever famous in all 
annals as the Estheb of the Refobma- 
tion! 

Sir Thomas Boleyn listened in incredulous 
silence to this effusion, which passion clothed 
in the most vivid colours of eloquence and 
persuasion — and looked at his daughter, in 
conclusion, with a politician's proper smile 
playing in ambiguous meanings on his lips. 
But there was a word in the rhapsody that 
struck with a jarring harmony on Anne 
Boleyn's sense, and seemed to rouse her whole 
being again into vehement vitality. "Re- 
venge ! — Revenge ! — 0, blessed clerk, was not 
that thy word ? — No matter \ — it is in thy mean- 
ing ! — Percy shall not have cause to pity his 
forsaken love so much ! — ^nor Jane Seymour 
lament over the downfall of pride so tenderly ! 
— The cardinal, the cardinal I — ^yes, the cup of 
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Iheir abominations is filled to overflowing !— 
On him, and all his accursed brood — ^his monks 
«nd their eaves dropping paramours— will I live 
to do — ay, ay, thou callest it a justice ! — And 
it is so ; but I will have more than justice — I 
will have vengeance !— From this hour I dedi- 
cate myself to this sole purpose and achieve* 
ment ! — He would have me the harlot of Henry, 
most religious vicar, would he ? •— he, that 
would not suffer me to be the wife of him I 
love, and who has made another, a tall, white, 
shapeless birch-tree, Mary Talbot, Percy's 
bride I — But I love him no more ; I despise 
him ! Alas, alas, it is the sharpest rankle of 
the wound, to be forced to despise most what 
I have loved most!— ^I could have mourned 
over his headless corpse less wofuUy ! — Not 
the meanest of these baubles he gave me but I 
valued once beyond a king's ransom !— But 
now, my serving-wenches may have them to 
deck themselves withal! — But art thou sure 
he wept, good Raphael ? — Why, then, I can 
weep too I — It shall be Wolsey's turn anon, if 
he can weep !" 

And she yielded to a renewed paroxysm of 
grief, which, however, now took the milder 
form of tears. 

In the midst of this passion she checked 
herself, and turning to both the lookers-on. 

2d2 
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'* Leave me awhile, Master Roodspere, and, 
good sir, mj father ! I will read the king^s 
letter alone ; and, meanwhile, send horse and 
man to bring my brother George hither. You 
are too wise for such whirling counsels, feither 
— but madness also hath its subtleties !" 

Roodspere thankfully complied, for his 
faintness now returned upon him so visibly that 
even Sir Thomas Boleyn, absorbed as he was 
in other cogitations, was compelled to notice 
it as he left the chamber, where Roodspere 
had certainly fulfilled the calculations of the 
soothsayer Hopkins. He imputed his las8i« 
tude to the fatigue of the journey, and en- 
treated Sir Thomas to lose no time in sending 
a messenger for George Boleyn, whose in- 
fluence over his sister he knew to be very 
great, and likely to be exerted in behalf of any 
plan of ambition and revenge. A horseman 
was immediately got in readiness, and he was 
at the same time the bearer of a letter, couched 
in the tenderest terms, from Roodspere to 
his wife, informing her that all was going on 
well, and that he was a little tired with his 
journey, but otherwise in good health and 
spirits. Nevertheless he began to discern an 
extraordinary hurry and confusion in his 
thoughts — the most vivid pains darted through 
his whole body — and he found it impossible to 



THl DAYS OF TfiE B£FOBMATION. 907 

partake of a morsel of the luxurious banquet 
provided by Sir Thomas for his guest, or to 
reply in any good set form to his innumerable 
questions. As early as possible he pleaded 
indisposition, and retired to the bed prepared 
for him ; and he had no sooner stretched him- 
self in the sheets, than he felt a sudden and 
terrible glow as of fire wrap all his limbs. He 
started up in horror and amazement, and then 
suddenly, a sweat as of burning lava burst over 
his skin, and he immediately recognised in 
himself the same symptoms as those he had 
observed in the swearing deserter ! At first 
the thought of poison — of Sancgraal — of his 
skill in drugs and minerals, which he might 
have turned to as diabolical misuse as his other 
extraordinary gifts, occurred to him with nigh 
the force of conviction. But at the same in- 
stant — ^by what connexion of ideas we know 
not-— he remembered the cardinal's description 
of the unknown malady coming in Campeius's 
train from Italy. Had it become wearied also 
of his delays, and crossed the seas before him ? 
If so, was it inevitable death ? Should he never 
behold his Lily again ? Must he leave her ex- 
posed to the fiendish machinations of his enemy, 
destitute of all human aid and protection? 
While he debated these thoughts, his ideas 
whirled into a chaos ; and the groom of the 
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him a disease which was likely to render a 
shroud more necessary. 

The purity of Roodspere's youthful blood 
produced in him a remarkable variety in 
the general manifestations of this disease — 
the cholera morbus of the fifteenth century, 
and very possibly identical with it, and with 
the Black Death of the fourteenth century. It 
is, perhaps, only an ignorance of history that 
allows us the dolorous egotism of imagining 
our age has invented a new form of pestilence ! 
His disorder constantly receded from its cli^ 
max, and instead of finishing the contest one 
way or another, in a few hours, which was 
ordinarily the case, an entire fortnight elapsed 
before it left him, weak and powerless as an 
unrooted waterflag on its wave ! Nearly as 
long a period ensued ere he recovered the use 
of his rational faculties, and could understand 
how kindly and brotherly he had been treated 
by George Boleyn, though at the same time his 
father and sister had been attacked by the 
disease, and were still in very doubtful case. 
Xhe rest of the news he learned were of a 
kind to go far to restore him to his delirium. 
The Sweating Sickness raged with such fury 
in London and Westminster that the king and 
his whole court had taken flight into the 
country. The Sanctuary was stated to be the 



THE DAYS OF THE SEFOBICATION. 311 

Roodspere's mind retarded instead of accele« 
rating. It was the property of the Sweating 
Sickness, by draining the blood of its moisture, 
to render it thick and cloggy in a strange 
degree, and subject the victim to every phy- 
sical suffering incident to an almost suspended 
circulation. But Koodspere struggled indo- 
mitably with every painful and distressing 
symptom ; and as soon as ever he found that 
he coidd go into the open air without swooning 
away, he ordered his horse to be made ready 
for his departure. 

By that time Anne and her father, who had 
only had the disease in the mild form of a 
contagion transmitted through a body which 
retains so deadly a portion for its own use, 
were sufficiently recovered to see and speak 
with him. But Roodspere's ravening impa- 
tience scarcely permitted him to assist in the 
council to which he was summoned ; and the 
extreme dejection of Anne herself, and the 
change in affairs, had apparently nullified the 
principal grounds of their coalition. But when 
Anne Boleyn learned the reason of his haste, 
she immediately assented to the propriety of 
his departure. "Ay, go, and go at once!" 
she said, "Hasten and save her whom you 
love ! What is there on earth worth posses- 
sing but love ? The devilish vampire of the 
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desolation and terror Tisible on every counte- 
nancei was not cauglit from the passing 
apparition — Boodspere found it already there ! 
The leaden-hued shadow of the tomb was on 
every visage— distraction and fear in every 
eye I Men hurried past each other as if they 
dreaded the concealed phantom of the plague 
in every form I And the havoc was, indeed, 
terrible! Historians have put it on record 
that in the towns in which it made any abode, 
one third at least of the inhabitants perished. 
The ghostly rider entered Westminster. 
He saw, but scarcely heeded it, that York 
Place was closed. He passed on ; the royal 
palace seemed also entirely abandoned; the 
only living object was a starling in the window of 
one of the yeomen of the'guard, once celebrated 
as a gay and loquacious bird, but which now 
appeared to be moping on the perch, probably 
for lack of food, its master being dead. Rood- 
spere entered the Abbey precincts on horse- 
back, finding he could not walk ; an unprece- 
dented intrusion. Yet no janitor sprang forth 
to rebuke his unlicensed entry. He perceived 
that the gates of the Abbey ohurch were wide 
open, and he heard a low muttered chaunt 
proceed therefrom — sickening with a deadly 
qualm as he missed the heaven- piercing notes 
of Dan Gloria. He reached the Gatehouse. 

VOL. III. 2 B 
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why or whither he was borne. He perotnwd 

jailer Mngwort »»e2ing dmnkenly in 1^ twn 

<rf the howling convert, ns if lie >i ^ sMne 

^^^wnction to perfeirm in his *>t*«»>;*ffnTTf> Itood- 

^^PCK' oalled to him, in his iaim «nd^ieotial 

*^*»»«^ "^^^<^sr,5^1— yronshan^nttendea 

%<» ia y<w nn^ hot my poor wife is ^ead, Mni 

l^TJ^ ^ i«e«a: 1 «,! ohiefmomno; 

«MTi««^ ^ never Ionian to be had iwO^ 
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Roodspere dared hardly repeat his cry — yet 
be did ! and it was now almost a shriek ! But 
when Mugwort paused, and looked at him, 
eyidently in horrified recognition, he felt he 
liad no longer voice to utter his inquiry after 
the condition of his wife. The man under- 
stood the question of those gasping eyes, 
without words. '* She is gone ! Prior Sanc- 
graal has taken her away, to save her from 
destruction with his spells ! He is the only 
man among us that walks the pestilence un- 
scathed; folk are safe imder his shadow! 
Heaven keep your good wits, Master Rood- 
spere ; I must to my poor wife's funeral, and 
have never a tear in all my head to shed !" 

" By force !— Was she taken by force ?" was 
the inarticulate question. 

"Nay, sir, of her own free will — ^to save 
her body and soul ! She has not been long 
gone, and they said she was going to be a nun ! 
For my part, I think she knew not what she 
was adoing ever after Master Bilney was 
taken ill, and began to rave so fearfully about 
God's judgments on those that do betray the 
truth ! But my Lord Bigod would never have 
let her gone had it not been for the absolution J 
But he could not die, christianly speaking, 
without an absolution, after the example of 
roaring Black Mat, that was denied holy 
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ground for dying under ban and curse ! Ani 
being, as a body may say, a dying man I" 

" Where is he ?" interjaculated Boodspere. 

** Oh, in the Faradisus, sir. He was taken 
there, in Mistress Malkin's quarters, and will 
never stir thence but to the churchyard, if he 
is not gone already ! Bnt come, sir, be of good 
cheer. If he is alive, I know it will give him 
comfort to see you again, for he does nothing 
but rave of you and your sayings ! and if you 
will take my shoulder for a prop, my wife may 
bury herself, or her gossip may help her into 
her grave as he hath many times into a 
place that pleased him better afore !«*and we 
will go to the lord governor I" — a title the en- 
thusiasm of the Sanctuary had conferred on 
Bigod. 

Boodspere complied ; and in a few instatits 
they were in the Paradisus, where, in the 
garret of a miserable hovel, stretched on straw, 
in the last exhaustion of the malady, lay the 
once noble and courtly Bigod of Chepstow. 
His martial and commanding person lay power- 
less as a babe of a month's nouriture on the 
couch, where, faithful, even in degradation so 
deep, to the generous ministrations of the sex. 
Mistress Malkin bathed his oozing brows with 
vinegar and water— then supposed to be the 
proper remedies. He knew Boodspere imme- 



SHE DAYS OF THS BEFOBMA.TION. 317 

iiatdy, though evidently with some wander* 
ing of the imagination. " Out upon it ! here 
is the whey-faced clerk come for his silly- 
sooth wife to me from the grave ! Tell him, 
Malkin, that I could not help it I — that Sanc- 
graal frightened a stout fellow of my inches 
to the death, that have led an onset in a stricken 
field, and swept all before me ! How might 
she help herself, then, poor girl ? The more 
when she knew it was her disobedience and 
failure in her plight that brought the whole 
plague upon us! And truly it was against 
kind for a bastard to wed his half-sister, 
say what ye may, and ye have a silver 
tongue, master doctor, to persuade ! And 
was it not too cruel of ye to spend so much 
time in feasts and revels at Hever while we, 
poor devils, suffered such perdition ? But how 
fares Mistress Anne? Alack, alack, I shall 
never see her bright eyes again! — ^I can scarcely 
see the sun at noonday nolv I Can I, Malkin ? 
You told me but now that it was noonday I" 

" Know ye — ^I charge ye on your hopes as 
a dying man — know ye, where Lily now is ?" 
said Roodspere — but Bigod only stared at him, 
gave a vacant laugh, and turned uneasily away 
upon his pillow. 

'* It is not an hour hence, sir, since she was 
led away into the church, to take the Black 

2 E 2 
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tapers. The altar and its recess were entirely 
hung with cloth-of-silvery and decked with 
artificial lilies, snowdrops, and other emblems 
ol Tirgin chastity, and the statue of the Virgin, 
with its awful veil upon it, was restored to its 
accustomed place. 

The occasion of these preparations was 
sufficiently obvious to any spectator accus- 
tomed to the religious ceremonies of the age. 
A numerous group of Benedictine nuns knelt 
on the steps of the altar around a youthful 
female figure, the mocking splendour of whose 
garb, and bridal veil of glistening silver, sur- 
mounted by a chaplet of white roses, effectually 
distinguished her as a novice engaged in the 
ceremonial of her reception. 

All this Roodspere speedily ascertained. 
The gates were closed, and the rigid figure 
of a monk leaned with his back against them, 
who, when he tapped, continued insensible 
to all his signals for admittance. But an- 
other in the choir, whose eyes by chance fell 
upon him, stepped hurriedly forward, opened 
a fold of the grill, and pointed empathically 
onward. It was Almoner Benson. Neither 
spoke a word, and Roodspere glided on, but 
with all his good speed he arrived too late I As 
he approached he plainly distmguished the 
words, from Sancgraal's lips, •* Her vows 
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are spoken! 8he is heaTen'i at laii^ and I 
reroke my carte on thia miaerable people!'' 
he was aajing. *' The espousals are completed I 
and now thou art bound, sister, by a vow 
which to break is damnation ! and the miracu- 
lous manifestation which declared the will of 
our Lady is accomplished ! Rejoice and fear 
not but that the beatitude of that calm of love 
that follows its full possession, will descend 
upon thy soul anon ! The heaTenly spouse, 
whose beauty fills the beaming chambers of 
hearen with eternal bliss, is thine ! But re« 
member, this celestial Lord cannot, like a 
mortal one, be deceired; and he demands 
the sacrifice of your being, of your soul, body, 
thoughts, powers, uses, in their entirety, and 
for all eternity ! Your soul must bum wholly 
with this pure flame, like that of subtle ethers, 
without heat, but all absorpt! Nerer again 
must thou listen to the corrupting poisons that 
fall from the lips of him who once dared to 
caU himself your husband I He is a heretic 
—a disbeliever in Qod^ in our Lady , and in the 
fiend himself! His unpuniahed crimes hare 
brought upon this whole unhappy realm the 
pestilence that rages around oa ! And now 
^ these Boon-withering flowers, thou biddest 
»wweu to the pomps and raoitaea of the 
^~W^^its delights that fade eren in th«r 
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earliest possession, as the appleblossoms shake 
from the boughs when one would gather them !" 
He threw the flowers beneath his feet as he 
spoke, and trampled them as if with the de- 
formed talons of a fiend ! Lily-Virgin remained 
rigid and fixed as marble, without uttering 
any sound ; and Sancgraal was raising the lus- 
trous veil to complete the spoliation of the 
Tictim, when Eoodspere stepped forward. 
" What do ye here with this lady, my wife ?" 
he exclaijned.*' What strange mummery is 
this ? Lily, my wife, my wife ! Dost thou 
not know me, sweet one ? I am here !" 

A shriek, that rung through all the rever- 
berating keystones of the roof, was heard; 
the new nun herself tore off her glistering 
veil, and stared aghast, but with open arms, at 
the apparition before her— for such, and no 
other, even in the eyes of love, did that 
blighted form irresistibly suggest itself to be. 
" Oh, he is dead then — he is dead ! — and ye 
have cheated me ! He is not flaunting it in 
this new gorgeous harlot's palace whereof ye 
spoke — and his ghost is here to witness that 
ye lied !" 

** Master Roodspere, ye must needs discern 
your presence here is alike perilous to others 
and yourself! The people also have now 
discerned who are their true benefactors and 
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is deposed — but not for this offence only — and 
her office, sister Barbara, is yours !" returned 
Sancgraal, but never for a moment relaxing 
his gaze on the silent figures before him. 

Roodspere felt but too well that, personally 
powerless as he was, surrounded by enemies, 
within cry of an exasperated and superstition- 
stricken mob, all idea of a forcible rescue was 
enturely out of the question : and he soon per- 
ceived, with inexpressible anguish, that equally 
was every moral influence placed beyond his 
wield. He spoke to Lily, he called her by the 
most endearing and impassioned names familiar 
on the lips of their mutual love ! — ^but she con- 
tinued to gaze at him as at some incomprehen- 
sible and terrible being, with large, widening, 
glazed blue eyes, until he began to tremble for 
her sanity. The effort to reconcile the terrible 
inventions and falsehoods of Sancgraal, with 
the pallid reality she beheld before her, had 
in effect, and very evidently, unsettled her 
reason. It failed in the attempt ; and she con- 
tinued to gaze passively, perhaps in a state of 
moral insensibility, at the speaker — for a time, 
indeed, after he had become silent, terrified in 
turn by the unmeaning attention accorded to 
his words. 

**And now, sisters, remove this glistering 
garment of earthly vanity, and put that robe 
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encircle him ; it was he who supported him 
forth into the open cemetery !— yet it seemed 
still to be he who, when he awoke again, 
sate at his bedhead, in St. Julian-of-the« 
Pilgrims, and held reviving essences to his 
death-clenched nostrils, with an anxious and 
a skilful hand. 
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resumed its staggered march ; and indeed 
people seemed to revert, with fresh avidity for 
the interruption, to their accustomed avoca- 
tions and works — the evil ones especially. 
The court returned to Westminster, and the 
proceedings regarding the legitimacy of the 
King's marriage, were resumed with an acti- 
vity and openness that roused an universal 
agitation and curiosity. Wolsey's appointed 
colleague in the decision, Cardinal Campeggio, 
had arrived ; and the commencement of the 
proceedings in this extraordinary case awaited 
only the completion of some formal and tech- 
nical preliminaries. 

The attention of the courtiers was, mean- 
while, in a remarkable degree, divided with 
the observation of another portent. It was 
known Anne Boleyn had consented to re- 
sume her place at the court ; but upon what 
terms was only matter of the keenest surmise 
and interest. Sometime before the king was 
permitted by his advisers to return to the 
capital, Anne arrived, and remained in her 
father's house, in London, apparently in great 
tranquillity, — though in unusual retirement 
and avoidance of company. But it was well 
known in the court that letters and mes- 
sengers were continually passing between her 
and the king^^according to the prevalent and 
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attack to undertake the attendance of his 
friend. And yet the society of the elder 
reformer was evidently in the highest degree 
distasteful to Gislehert, and it was by no 
means plain that any kindly or compassionate 
feeling towards Roodspere was at the root of 
his pertinacious service. Nay, it was made 
evident at last, that some other motive worked 
in this unusual manifestation ; for no sooner 
was Roodspere sufficiently recovered to obey 
his behest, than he urged upon him, with 
inconceivable earnestness and importunity, to 
leave the Sanctuary, and all its dangerous pro- 
pinquity. Roodspere shuddered to discern — 
which he could not but conclude he did — that 
the old man himself, idolatrous admirer and 
enhancer of his pupil as he was, dreaded, that 
he projected some deadly mischief against the 
man he had already injured so far beyond any 
possible reparation ! — But the aspect of the 
Sanctuary had become to Roodspere himself 
intolerable. Now that the heavenly radiance 
of love was withdrawn from its noisome and 
sombre shadows, all that was disgusting and 
repulsive in such a haunt of crime and misery, 
presented themselves in their most hideous 
exaggerations to his contemplation. The trea- 
surer had earned some claim upon his for* 
bearance; and, in christian, charity as well 
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as reasonable regard for his own safety, he 
desired not to expose the merciless prior to 
the temptation offered by fi^ilities for a new 
gratification of hit insatiate q)irit of reyenge. 
This safety was still dear to him, both as 
affording some feeble guarantee of protection 
to his immured wife, and because it became 
daily more eyident that the Inrth of great 
events was at hand, in which he might prove 
of signal service to the cause he had embarked 
in. The space of a few mouths had produced 
the most remarkable exhibition of the pro- 
gress of the new ideas it could have been possible 
to hope. The earth heaved in every direction 
with their mighty stir for emancipation ! The 
seed cast, as it seemed, so sparsely and 
vaguely over the surface, sprang up in a 
myriad-fold increase, in every direction. A 
secret but numerous and daily increasing 
congregation of the new religionists, in London, 
among whom Hunne's son-in*law was a prin- 
cipal personage, fervently entreated him to 
take upon him the ministration of their spread- 
ing communion. Roodspere complied, induced 
partly by Bilney's exhortations, who, himsdf 
seized with a renewed fever of enthusiasm, 
shortly after departed on a missionary ramble 
throughout the towns and villages of his 
native county, preaching, after the manner of 
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the ancient apostles, in deserts and wilds, as 
well as from the steps of temples, in the 
market-sqnares, and other places of the fullest 
resort. 

Q^orge Boleyn found Roodspere domiciled 
in the city, strenuously engaged in the office 
he had taken upon himself, when he sought 
him to deliyer his sister's earnest summons to 
her presence. She had arrived in London, in 
obedience to a royal mandate, or suppli- 
cation — ^identical terms in the vocabulary of 
Henry VIII. Roodspere immediately com- 
plied ; and returned to his city friends only to 
resign his functions among them, but with an 
explanation to his chief partizans that in a 
good degree reconciled them to the loss ; and 
they accepted a successor from his recom- 
mendation, in the person of Master Hugh 
Latimer of Cambridge. 

Roodspere perceived, and did not hesitate 
for an instant to set forward, on the new path 
of duty opened to him in Anne Boleyn's 
proposition that, under the designation of 
chaplain, he should become her adviser and 
guardian in the dangeroms mazes she was 
about to enter, pursuing the dazzling illusion 
which was henceforth to recompense her for 
the infinite loss she had sustained in the only 
reality of human existeiice* He perceived but 
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too well the hazardous nature of the enter- 
prize he had himself put upon her attainment 
»^in which all was staked on the resolntion 
and virtue of a heautiful and coquettish woman, 
wooed hy a king, and surrounded by oTery 
temptation power and magnificence could 
offer — ^not to feel the necessity of lending 
every possible stay and guidance. His mere 
presence was in itself a memento . of her inju- 
ries, and an incentive to those feelings of morti- 
fied pride and baffled tenderness which were those 
on which rested all hopes of a successful issue 
in the attempt to place the new Esther on the 
throne of her capricious and violently-passioned 
Ahasuerus. And Roodspere was also as yet 
almost alone with her in the secret of the 
great project they had in view— could alone 
keep the splendid destiny, that awaited lite- 
rally to crown her perseverance, constantly in 
view, and display it in iU most daszling lights. 
There was a community in their fates, and in 
their common wrongs, that gave him all the 
intuition of sympathy in contriving the means 
to influence her impassioned but capricious 
and unstable character. And he alone pos- 
sessed, or dared exercise the right, of breathing 
into ber spirit the subUme conviction that 
elevated, what was else something very much 
resembling a trifling court intrigue, into the 
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grandeur of an august and religious consum- 
mation, deciding the destinies of nations ! A 
consideration of weight with the lofty though 
volatile and changeahly-spirited woman whom 
he thus swayed. Anne Boleyn had not, it is 
true, fathomed the depths of the great argu- 
ment she was destined to give the triumph to ; 
but the church of Rome, personified in the 
person of Cardinal Wolsey, needed no other 
reasoning or proof to establish it in her con- 
victions, as the most detestable and tyrannous 
of usurpations ! 

Roodspere had practically found it so ; and 
a sense of intolerable wrongs was added to 
his sublime fanaticism — if by that name we 
cold descendants of the martyrs and apostles of 
that awfully glorious age — must dill the ab- 
sorbing fervour of religious conviction. No 
means of redemption for the object of his 
unwavering love appeared but in the over- 
throw of the system that had enthralled her in 
its meshes. He made many vain attempts to 
ascertain his stolen bride's real position and 
sentiments. Clerkenwell was become to him 
< a forbidden place ; by no request or entreaty 
could he obtain access, or glean any intelli- 
gence as to what was going on within its 
barred and guarded walls. The result of the 
most persevering efforts on his part only esti^- 
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blisbed tbe conviction in his mind, that Lily- 
Virgin was surrounded hy a jealous guardian- 
ship, which combined the rigour of a state 
prison to the seclusion of the cloister. The 
entire polity that had prevailed under the 
deposed prioress, Juliana Brocas, was changed. 
Either actuated by her own fanatic bigotry or 
by the influence of ascetic counsellors, the 
new superioress, Barbara, had managed to 
change the nunnery of Clerkenwell into a 
model of a rigid conventual establishment. All 
intercourse with the external world was 
strictly forbidden; and Roodspere found a 
special prohibition in force against himself. 
His entrance was even refused with a degree 
of violence and insolence by the new porters 
whom he found posted at the gates, and in 
whom he recognized some of the sweepings of 
the Sanctuary. The nuns no longer confided 
their protection, as of old, to their own hearty 
and loyal vassalage. There could be no doubt, 
therefore, if for no other reason, that Prior 
Sancgraal's ascendancy was absolute in the 
nunnery. And as to how he might, or did 
use it, Roodspere was compelled* to remain in 
the most tormenting ignorance and apprehen- 
sion. He made several but as entirely fruit- 
less applications for redress, to Wolsey, 
elaiming the security he had plighted for Lily- 



THE DATS OF THE BSFOBMATION. 335 

Virgin during his own absence on his success- 
ful mission. The Cardinal returned no answer 
to all his supplications or demands, and utterly 
refused to grant him an audience, or to admit 
him to his presence in any manner. Roodspere's 
enemies and his own superstitions, had evidently 
regained entirely the sway. Thus all 
he had to trust to was his woful knowledge of 
Lily-Virgin*s former love for him — ^how far 
shaken, by what artifices so utterly baffled, he 
could only despairingly conjecture ! The sole 
consolation that remained was to labour inces- 
santly at the destruction of the system, and of 
the power of the men, who kept him thus per- 
petually in anguish and suspense. Or in the 
pauses of his nigh constant labour and watch- 
fulness, to wander round the high walls of 
Clerkenwell Close, in the melancholy hope that 
he might catch some glimpse of its imprisoned 
cynosure. 

But now events appeared at last to be 
approaching some crisis. It was certainly 
known that the king was on his return to Lon* 
don ; and, from the most various and opposite 
motives, the courtiers looked forward to the 
possible results of the reunion of Henry and 
his offended favourite with the most intense 
anxiety. But it appeared that Wolsey ima- 
gined he had found means to reinstate himself 
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in her good opinion, or was determined to 
make every effort to effect so desirable a 
result. The king's arrival had not yet taken 
place when he sent a letter to Mistress Boleyn, 
couched in the humblest strains of adulation 
and homage, entreating that, as he had so far 
been the happy medium of reconciling her with 
her angry prince, she would reward him by 
assenting to make his palace of York Place 
the scene of their blissful reconciliation. For 
this purpose he intended to surpass all his 
former doings, in the like most royal festivities, 
in a banquet and masque, to which he humbly 
invited her glorious presence. The king had 
already most benignly accepted a similar lowly 
request. The epistle concluded in an hyper- 
bolical strain of compliment and laudation of the 
beauty and surpassing virtues of Mistress Anne, 
and with a declaration that if she would suffer 
him to become so, thenceforth she should find 
in him the faithfullest and most diligent 
servant ever any lady, though she were sove- 
reign, could boast ! 

Roodspere most earnestly counselled his 
patroness not to accept this invitation. 
" Trust me, madam," he said, ** the cardinal 
plots with the king, and lays ambush with 
him to waylay and defeat your honour.*' 

" And therefore I will go I — therefore I have 
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promised to go before consulting you there- 
upon, brother Raphael!'* said Anne, with eyes 
that sparkled with disdain and pride. " They 
deem, no doubt, that because I have allowed 
them to make my father a viscount, and to 
send him honestly out of the way on his 
French embassy — because I am here — that I 
have yielded me to their base wills I So 
I must make this king-priest and priest^king 
both understand, at once and for ever, that 
no meaner bribe than a crown can buy her 
whom perchance they think to purchase with a 
tinselled show of marchpane and comfiits ! 
Henry shall share the anguish he has in- 
flicted, and Wolsey know that his labours 
shall but end in making his worst foe his 
sovereign I" 

In vain Roodspere reasoned against this 
impolitic resolve, which too soothingly flattered 
the internal pangs of resentment and disap- 
pointed feeling in Anne's heart to be with- 
stood. He was obliged to adopt another argu- 
ment. "But there are dangers, madam, the 
which, though I venture not to declare more 
fully, your own wisdom may well suggest of 
what it were to put yourself in the grasp of 
the king's furious passions, served by so crafty 
and unscrupulous an accomplice as the cardi- 
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nal hath ever shown himself to be in his 
master's will/* 

'* Master doctor," replied Anne, colouring 
deeply, but with a smile in which anguish 
struggled with pride and defiance. *' Wit ye 
well that I understand the cardinal's subtleties 
and plans as if I nestled in the hollow of his 
false heart! But I am in no danger from 
them. And for the king ! — I know that I am 
as one who hath a talisman which, for its 
glory and brightness only, he cherishes dearer 
than life ; but which is also a magic spell to 
obtain all earthly power and dominion ! What 
entreaties can win from such a one his gem ?" 

'' But the robber's violence is to be dreaded I 
Even violence, I know not the cardinal would 
interfere to prevent !" replied Roodspere. 

•* No, Roodspere, no ! — The king is not 
so unkingly a king — I will even hope the 
cardinal is not so unpriestly a priest as to abet 
such villany ! The Lord Sands assured me 
the banquet and pageants are to be the 
stateliest ever devised, with the most numerous 
guests ! But rest ye content ; I will take 
with me twain whom thyself shalt deem un- 
bribableand faithful as the guardian angels 
of our ways, to accompany all my steps in 
York Place I Thou shalt be one of them, 
though ye be given more to books than 
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banquets I The other I — how say ye ? — ^if 
Lucrece had braided her hair with this French 
bodkin, would she have lacked a friend in her 
need so much as the story saith she did ?" 

Sunset was the time named for the assem- 
blage of the guests, on this memorable 
occasion, at York Place ; and thither, punc- 
tually as the hour, Anne Boleyn proceeded, 
with a modest retinue. Roodspere was among 
these, and the only one above menial rank, 
her brother having been despatched with his 
father on the embassy to France. It pleased 
her to enter the cardinal's palace leaning on 
Roodspere's arm — no welcome addition ' cer- 
tainly to her own in reality little desired 
presence. Nevertheless, Wolsey surpassed 
all his own most gorgeous doings in the pre- 
parations for this banquet, which he hoped 
would prove a feast of reconciliation with the 
offended lady of the ascendant. Well aware 
of the inconstancy and caprice of Henry's 
passions, when once they had attained their 
object, he was consoled for the baseness of the 
office he had taken upon himself, by the 
prospect he imagined he saw before him of 
securing his speedy emancipation from the 
danger of this new and formidable rival. At 
the same time, it was a favourable opportunity, 
be thought, of evincing his zeal for his 
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master's satisfaction, and removing the last 
vestige of his displeasure. 

The apartments in which the intended obla- 
tion was welcomed, blazed from end to • end 
with an unrivalled display of Wolsey's pomp 
and riches. His most precious and beautiful 
tapestries — ^ especially those of soft and 
amorous subjects — covered the walls. The 
sideboards, piled to a great height, displayed 
his enormous wealth in plate and jewelled 
ornaments, the gifts of great kings and 
princes, or marvels of art presented by the 
emulous adulation of his courtiers. All who 
sought the favour or influence of the potent 
minister commenced their suits with some rich 
present to win his notice. A more brilliant 
and sparkling daylight was shed in place of 
the departed one, from thousands of torches 
and tapers, painted and gilded, and set in gold 
and silver candelabra, which poured an afflu- 
ence of artificial sunshine through the nume- 
rous chambers of state prepared for the 
company. All these apartments were either 
carpeted with rich stuffs, or strewed with 
rushes and herbs that diffused sweet odours as 
they were trampled on •— such as lavender 
and rue. Crowds of musicians and singen» 
stationed in galleries and secret choirs, par- 
titioned off for the purpose, filled every quarter 
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the determination to vanquish, heightened 
every charm with a nameless glow of inspira- 
tion and supremacy, Wolsey's eyes confessed 
dread while they endeavoured merely to ex- 
press admiration, encountering this hlaze of 
heauty ; and although, with an exquisite flat- 
tery, he shaded them as if dazzled when they 
met. '< Here is the light that makes all our 
counterfeit daylight dim ! — ay, the great sun 
himself, shunning comparison, hath hidden 
himself hehind the curtains of the night !" he 
said, with much gallantry, and more truth 
than it rejoiced him to acknowledge. " Hence- 
forth he must be reputed for a very recreant, 
that has fled the field !" 

" The field is your palace, my lord cardinal ; 
hut it is not likened in common report, that 
I have heard, to a heaven !" replied Anne, 
tranquilly — and yet Wolsey was startled with 
the intonation of the words. 

** Where the sun is, there is day ! Where 
heavenly things are, there is heaven ! — and 
you are here. Mistress Anne V* replied the 
politic cardinal. " But be it whatsoever it 
may else, it is yours, lady, with its master ; 
and T trust you will sufler me to bid you 
welcome with a loving kiss, that shall ensure 
you of a true vassal's homage and fealty !" 

" Kissing is of old custom—* Hall, master V 
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to wit. But I do not fear infection — of the 
sickness — from my lord cardinal, that I should 
refuse so gracious a welcome T' said AnnCi 
who felt the necessity of submitting to so cus- 
tomary a salutation. But she only turned her 
cheek to Wolsey*s pressure, and he was almost 
visibly alarmed when, applying his lips, he 
felt the glow of the angry blood that mounted 
to them. But the next instant Anne yielded 
to the sorrowful recollections that rushed upon 
her, and tears rained in a golden shower from 
her eyes. Nevertheless, she gave her hand to 
th6 cardinal, who stooped and kissed it also, 
anxious not to seem to observe this display of 
emotion. He then led her through the lines 
of his tall yeomen into the sumptuous gallery 
where Roodspere had his first ill-omened 
interview with his unfortunate bride. 

Anne was received with great and, for the 
most part, sincere delight by the groups as« 
sembled to greet her in this immense chamber 
of presence. Wyatt, and a numerous throng 
of her admirers, instantly surrounded her with 
their adorations, and she relinquished the 
cardinal's convoy with almost undissembled 
satisfaction and suddenness. Roodspere, who 
followed in her train, on receiving a direct 
command from her, was soon astonished and 
alarmed to see her resume all the exuberance 



d44 WESIMIKSIEB ABBST| 0B» 

and vivacity of her reckless wit and coquetry 
among the gallants and cavaliers whose 
familiarity should have been so carefully 
eschewed by one who aspired to share the 
throne of the haughty and jealous Henry. But 
his warning eye sought hers in vain, while 
Wolsey, a master of the art of conversation, 
contributed his own gaiety and rising spirits 
to increase the merriment. He did not even 
shun a species of combat to which Anne's 
sarcastic allusions and remarks continually 
challenged him ; and by a string of repartees, 
mingled with the most artful and splendid 
compliments, in reality seemed to succeed in 
a strange degree in mollifying the asperity of 
her tone. He appeared to consider no honour 
too great to be shown to his beauteous guest ; 
and this was still more emphatically evinced 
when on a sudden his chamberlain, the Lord 
Sands, came in and whispered him. The car- 
dinal then announced, with great semblance of 
vexation and disappointment, that the king 
had sent an excuse, on the score of great 
weariness at a game of tennis ; but he declared 
that the entertainment should proceed all the 
same. To his surprise, Anne Boleyn's manner 
rather gained than lost in vivacity and spright- 
liness after this announcement ; and she bated 
no jot of her good cheer when the news seemed 
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confirmed, by the immediate preparations 
made for the banquet. Jane Seymour sim- 
pered meekly, and the Ladies Boleyn and 
"Wingfield laughed aloud. 

The boards were spread with fine damask, 
and Wolsey's solitary state was prepared at 
the head of two vast tables, covered with 
every imaginable delicacy. His chair was 
more properly a throne of extraordinary 
splendour, under a royal canopy of velvet and 
gold ; and as he took his place, his scarlet 
and jewelled robes shone with a golden glim- 
mer in the reflection of the lofty sideboard, 
blazing with superb plate, behind him. It 
was rather the banquet of an emperor at his 
coronation feast than of a subject and of a 
priest, on an ordinary occasion of festivity. 
The guests were led to their places with all 
ceremony by his ofiicers, and Anne was placed 
the first on his right hand, below the dais on 
which he sate enthroned. All his desire to 
conciliate the new power could not bend his 
pride to admit her to share his elevation ; or 
some other motive influenced him. Then, to 
a roaring triumph of drums, trumpets, and haut« 
boys, the first course was served ; and Anne 
then, indeed, began to betray some symptoms 
of uneasiness. 

During the discussion of this refection, the 
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cardinal showed outwardly only the lively 
cheer and encouragement of an hospitable 
host. But he watched Anne with incessant 
attention, and was well pleased to observe 
how frequently she bit her rich nether lip, 
and how her gaiety began to flag. But, 
as if observing and suspecting nothing, he 
continued to press her to partake of the 
choice delicacies served, and, above all, 
Boodspere noticed that he earnestly and very 
frequently solicited her to join him in wine- 
pledges. Anne always complied, and, indeed, 
she could not avoid doing so, according to the 
reigning code of manners. But Boodspere, 
whom she had directed, to the general surprise, 
to take^a seat beside her, observed with satis- 
faction, that she never suffered the wine to 
pass her lips. In vain the cardinal's assiduous 
cupbearers constantly renewed the draught: 
a few drops sufficed. 

This interlude concluded in a manner 
Wolsey perhaps thought was only anticipated 
by those in the secret. A sudden discharge of 
the great guns called chambers, from the 
Watergate of York Place, shook the ban- 
quet-room, and made many of the guests 
start in amazement from their seats. The 
cardinal, smiling, but putting on an affectation 
of surprise, desired his officers to look from 
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the windows on the river, and ascertain the 
cause of the disturbance. But the guests, 
among whom Anne Boleyn was foremost, had 
already made a rush thither. '' The king ! the 
king!" she then exclaimed, joyfully, but 
somewhat wildly, clapping her hands over her 
head. The more methodical and well-in- 
structed chamberlain, Lord Sands, observed, 
on the contrary, that they were strangers who 
appeared to have come from some remote 
land, and probably having heard of his grace's 
glorious company and banquet, had come, as 
strangers, to request his hospitality. 

" Let all be seated again," said Wolsey, 
rising with some trepidation. " I will myself 
into the hall to encounter and bid them wel- 
come, and I doubt not soon to return with a 
right noble and seemly addition to our com- 
pany." 

It was the etiquette to fall into the king's 
notions when he pleased to present himself 
incognito, or in the exhibition of some pageant ; 
which it seemed was his purpose on this 
occasion. The company accordingly resumed 
their seats, and awaited the cardinal's return 
amidst a busy hum of conjecture, while the 
ordnance continued to resound from the battle- 
ments over the gateway. They were not kept 
long in suspense: in a few minutes Wolsey 
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re-entered and smilingly, and yet with agita- 
tion, desired the guests all to be under no 
apprehension, and to keep their seats, since 
the arrival consisted only of divers pilgrims, 
Mvho announced themselves on their way to 
the shrine of a certain goddess, styled " Par- 
faicte Blisse," who ventured in at that hour 
to discern if by chance she might be among 
them there. Hardly were the words said, 
before a throng of persons, in pilgrims' weeds, 
of sober gray, with marigolds instead of 
cockleshells around their hats, entered the 
gallery. The foremost of these was the king, 
easily distinguishable, although he, as well as 
his courtiers, wore masks. 

The visitors were received with great reve- 
rence, the whole company standing. Wolsey 
then took up the word. ** Sirs, pilgrims," he 
said, ** ye come, as we learn, in search of 
the goddess * Parfaicte Blisse.* If she be 
here, she will make ye, I doubt not, very 
heartily welcome, and ye will attain the end 
of your pilgrimage, without further toil and 
weariness, of which belike ye have already 
had enow !" 

** In very troth, my lord, she is here ! — sirs, 
we need travel no farther — she is here !'* 
exclaimed Henry, in a transport of joy, throw- 
ing off his pilgrim's robe, and standing confessed 
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in a dazzling array of royal garniture. He 
then hastened with something of wild eagerness 
towards Mistress Anne. But now her manner 
suddenly and completely changed, from one of 
extreme gaiety and nonchalance, to a queenly 
dignity and grace, though she knelt before the 
sovereign as he approached, while snatching 
her hands in his, and covering them with 
ravenous kisses, pressing them to his lips and 
heart alternately, the king hurriedly raised her, 
and drew her towards him, as if to embrace her 
before the whole company. But she retreated 
with something of haughtiness and disdain, 
and, in a very calm and cold manner, re- 
pulsed the familiarity with words that lingered 
long in the recollection of those who heard 
them^ ** Nay, sir, Parfaicte Blisse is not so 
readily attained on earth! Your pilgrimage, 
I fear me, is not ended yet !'* 

"Well, since your grace and the divinity 
you serve have been so long asunder, ye may 
have some private tidings for each other's cre- 
dence 1" said Wolsey, eagerly, *' Will it please 
ye to follow me, and I shall lead ye where 
your communication may be as private as in 
the discourse of such high estates were need- 
ful!" 

** Most heavenly BHsse 1 may your poor 
toilsome worshipper hope ler a few moments 

yoL. ui. 2 K 



THE i)AYS OF THE BEFOBlfJLTIOlT. 351 

spere's love, into an apartment of his private 
suite fitted up for the occasion. After usher- 
ing the king and Mistress Anne into this retire- 
ment, Wolsey made his reappearance hastily 
in the corridor, and then for the first time 
became aware that Raphael Roodspere had 
taken upon him to follow in the wake of his 
patroness and her accompaniers thus far. 

Wolsey was certainly not unaware of the 
degradation and baseness of the office he had 
undertaken, and his countenance, at this mo- 
ment, now that he was relieved from the ne- 
cessity of dissimulation, glowed with shame, 
resentment, and angry passions of various 
kinds. Up to this moment, though all along 
evidently and painfully impressed with the fact 
of his presence, he had taken no notice what- 
ever of Roodspere, and had carefully shunned 
encountering his looks, as if they were laden 
with thwarting and misfortune. But now he 
seemed to lose patience, and for the first time 
addressed him, and with extreme asperity. 
"What do ye here, sir, eavesdropping and 
espying, now as ever, and intruding yourself 
on the very privacy of the king's highness 
himself!*' 

" The Lady Anne desired me to keep well 
of her company, whatever befel — and, my 
^ood lord, I fear me, not without cause !— 
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Wherefore I abide, and will abide, b^ plea- 
sure here!" replied Roodspere, with stem 
serenity. " Meanwhile, since it is my hap 
at last to find myself in the constantly denied 
presence of your grace, I will take the season 
to demand of you wherefore you have broken 
your plighted faith to me, and suffered the 
villanous prior to ensnare my wife within his 
evil meshes ?*' 

" I will answer your question then now aft 
plainly as ye can desire ; but let us hence, 
lest we interrupt more musical discourse 1" 
returned Wolsey, with anxiety. 

'* Not a step, not a hair's breadth, will I past 
hence until my lady and mistress commands 
meV* said Roodspere. ''Your grace may 
choose whether you will answer me, or no, 
even where we stand !" 

" I will answer thee then, true son of thy 
peevish and altogether unsensed mother!'' re- 
plied Wolsey, yielding to a burst in his pent« 
up passions. ** Never dream that Wolsey will 
aid thee and thy pernicious sect further in 
their plans to destroy the foundations of the 
church, whose triple-crowned summit himself, 
by destiny, shall be ! Never believe that I 
will awaken again our Lady's scarcely appeased 
wrath, by tearing her son's bride from his 
divine arms, to give into those of a heretic 
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blasphemer! — ^and make mine own self the 
scandal of all churchmen, wherever the tidings 
shall be borne on the winds of the world ! Let 
her tarry where she is, and) in dup course, be 
canonized by the name and style of Sancta 
Simplicitas ! For you, Master Roodspere, 
you have preferred this haughty lady's favour 
to mine — and wisely, perchance, for a brief 
season. But the tree lasts*— the flower fades I 
Meanwhile she is more of thy speckles than 
the white Paulet nun, and, caged and roosted 
as we learn ye are ever together, I see not 
wherefore ye may not console yourself in time, 
for the eternal loss which as far as in my 
power lies— -and it is seconded by a vigilant 
keeper's care— I swear ye have made of this 
forbidden game V 

As the Cardinal spoke thus, Anne's voice, 
uttering in raised tones what seemed to be 
words of indignant expostulation, came to 
the hearing of the interlocutors in the corridor. 
The purport could not be plainly distinguished, 
but Henry replied, as his experienced minister 
felt, with an earnestness, a vehemence, and 
yet a submission and respect completely dif- 
ferent from his usually imperious style of 
love->making. The dialogue continued for 
some time, in a singular variety and fluctua- 
tion of tones-— on one side, in all the moodn 

2 H 2 
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•f entreaty and amorous persHation, laTith 
piomisety jealous upbnddingt, eren menaces 
and stormy objurgationa— -on ihe other, in 
those of disdain and refusal, of scornful ne- 
gation to those reproaches, of defiance, and 
challenge almost to the powerful pleader^s 
denunciations ! Finally Anne's roice seemed 
to gain completely the ascendancy, and ran 
on for some minutes in what appeared to be 
an harangue delivered in some rich and elo- 
quent music. Suddenly the door of the 
retiring-room flew open, and she called Rood- 
spere by his name. So far, both listeners, 
swayed by the same momentous curiosity, had, 
as it were, tolerated one another's unlicensed 
orerhearing. And now, both alike forgetful 
how such a close attendance might be looked 
upon, urged by the same irresistible impulse, 
made their way into the chamber. 

An unexpected sight presented itself. The 
king was rising with the slow and sullen look 
of a baffled suitor, from his knees, while 
Anne stood before him in an attitude of 
supremacy and rebuke well befitting the 
regal and haughty style of her beauty, and 
which was wonderfully enhanced by the glow 
of passion and disdain that lighted it up. 
The floor at her feet was strewed with frag- 
ments of written vellum, and a casket of 
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jewels of the most splendid lustre and setting 
was scattered all over the gilded rushes on 
the boards. 

" I summoned you, master chaplain, to bear 
witness that I am no longer dishonoured by the 
possession of these baubles I I have restored 
them to their owner !" said Anne, as Roodspere 
entered. '* These shreds, sire, engrossed in my 
lord cardinal's own hand I— ^re all that remains 
of the patent that made my father a viscount- 
peer I— They are mixed, I fear me, beyond re- 
sorting, with his liberal grant of a thousand 
pounds a-year, on his palatine bishopric of 
Durham, during your Majesty* s gracious plea" 
sure !^^1 trust this glittering glass is not so 
injured in returning that a lapidary's skill is 
needed to flt it for some worthier lady's accep- 
tance t And for my invitation to call myself 
mistress of York Place, until I can be pro- 
vided with as stately a mansion, at your grace's 
charge— I humbly think it cannot well be, 
inasmuch as York Place so far exceeds your 
own royal habitation, in all kingly pomp and 
furniture, as to make it too visibly only a pro* 
mise ! Therefore I will return, with what speed 
I may, to mine own honest dwelling, which I 
yet desire not to change for all this pomp ! And 
as I have named to you conditions from which 
I will never depart--and your grace declares 
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they are impossible — I take my leare, in all 
humbleness of duty» now and for ever, pur- 
posing to join my father on his embassy ! It 
tuits not with mine honour to make a longer 
absence now from the company ; and therefore, 
master chaplain, as you guided me hither^ 
guide me hence I'' And with a profound 
abaisance to the astonished and perplexed 
king, Anne took her chaplain's arm, and glided 
from his presence. 

^* What is the matter, madam ? What hath 
chanced ?" said Roodspere, with the most in- 
tense anxiety. 

'* Nothing ! The king and I hare only dif- 
fered in a letter ! He would have me for his 
quean — and I have told him he shall only have 
me for his queen ! — Dost thou mark, brother 
Raphael? Have we not split upon a rery 
hair?" 

Anne Boleyn's return, attended only by her 
chaplain, excited universal wonder. But she 
herself seemed to continue perfectly composed 
and disengaged of all troublesome thought. 
She even took a lute from Mark Smeaton, and 
with perfect carelessness, and with even more 
than her characteristic gaiety, accompanied 
herself in a lively French rondeau. The return 
of the king and of his minister was meanwhile 
expected with the greatest curiosity by the as- 
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semblage, vfho knew not what to think or con- 
jecture. Nevertheless a considerable time 
elapsed before they appeared — ^and when they 
arrived) opinion was yet more puzzled to di- 
vine the meaning of the beaming countenance, 
elate and confident step, of Henry, in contrast 
with the chafed and distracted looks of the car- 
dinal, and his reluctant, staggering movement. 
All attention was concentrated on the rej unction 
of Henry with Anne Boleyn; but only Roodspere, 
who was beside her, heard him whisper the im- 
passioned words, " I come then, dearest and 
most virtuous lady and love of mine I to plight 
my eternal faith in betrothal of marriage to thee, 
calling God to witness that as soon as I am 
master of myself wholly, I will be wholly and 
only thine, and by a husband's most sacred 
name V* 

Anne took the offered hand, essayed to 
speak — ^but on a sudden she grew deadly pak, 
and swooning away in Roodapere's support, 
while Henry in vain extended his jewelled 
hands to cateh her sinking form ; the vision of 
the chapel of St. Blaize became an optical 
reality ! Wolsey, anxious to avoid any com- 
mitting scene, took advantage of this incident 
to desire the company to follow his officers 
into the banqueting chamber, where the real 
^st was prepared, «o as to leave the exhausted 
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lady a freer air. No one dared to hesitate iii 
obedience, so that when Anne revived from her 
faintness, the gallery was deserted of all but 
-herself, the king, Wolsey, and Roodspere. 

" Cardinal I'' then said Henry, in his most 
austere tones of command. " Vex me no 
more with your crossings and importunity! 
We are fixed I Yourself have convinced me 
of the unlawfulness of my coupling with my 
brother's wife, which I hold henceforth invalid 
and dissolved ; and require of you now your 
benediction on my betrothal to this lady— the 
most virtuous, as well as the most beautiful 
She, in all this world, and to bear witness to 
what now I swear, by all the oaths ever king 
did plight, to make her my queen and wife 
when you have accomplished my divorce from 
Arthur's unblest and forbidden couch I Until 
when I promise to regard her only with such 
awful love as might indeed befit a pilgrim to the 
lady on the shrine he sought!** 

Wolsey stared aghast as one who should be- 
hold the fabric of the world giving way and 
reeling around him ; and so vivid was the paint- 
ing of his intense agitation and astonishment 
on his visage, that Anne burst into a wild, hys- 
terical peal of laughter, that seemed to concen- 
trate every essence of derision, hatred, and 
triumph! The consciousness of bis danger 
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rushed upon Wolsey, and losing all self-com- 
mand, he could scarcely articulate the words : 
"But, sire! — the treaty with France! — the 
Duchess of Alen^on !*' 

" I rend it to pieces rather than that mine 
own heart should he so rent ! I discharge the 
duchess from my thoughts, as your mistress 
here has promised to discard your tearful run- 
ing-hoy, the Percy ! And whoso shall gainsay 
our loves, I will answer for them against the 
world in arms!" 

" My liege, but this is madness !" said Wol- 
sey, casting himself on his knees before the 
king; "I am your poorest bedesman and 
servant, the most bounden that ever subject 
was to a king ! But yet I cannot — and I will 
not — dethrone the daughter of the Spanish 
kings, and aunt of the empire, to make a 
mercer's heretic granddaughter queen in her 
place!'' 

It is scarcely possible to imagine the fury 
that transported Anne at these words. " Ha, 
worthy churchman and priest-cardinal of Rome ! 
as who should say, worthy wolf of a devouring 
pack ! dost thou find it more against the grain 
to make a wife than a harlot for your king V* 

" Your highness hears ! I cannot be of a 
conspiracy to make mine enemy — and the 
enemy of the church — my sovereign, and mate 
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of the Defender of the Faith !'' exclaimed 
Wolsey. 

" Good sooth, cardinal I deem ye we are to 
be led by the nose in doctrine by a wife, like 
Adam of old ?" returned Henry, vehemently. 
" Moreover, thou liest ! — and it was ever a trick 
of churchcraft to accuse those of heresies who 
were dangerous in the way of the priests' power 
and dominion ! And what sayest thou of the 
Boleyn descent ? Is not mine the breath that 
creates nobility ? — From this moment her father 
- is Earl of Wiltshire, and herself Marchioness 
of Pembroke! Wilt thou gainsay this, sir 
cardinal-king I for we know what the people 
call thee ! I tell thee, Wolsey, we will mate 
with no widows, and will have this lady for our 
wife, or none 1" 

" My liege ! it shames me to see your ripe 

wisdom so grossly abused! Ask in France, 

of the jovial king himself, what manner of 

fame this lady hath there, in Paris, who is so 

chary of her kindness to your grace ! But it 

is no marvel ! — it is no marvel !" he concluded, 

yielding to the delirium of his disappointment 

and fears. " This is all a devised show— an 

acted seeming — to drive you on such a madness 

never yet king of ripened age and capacity 

hath dreamed ! Question this hireling fellow, 

18 lingering espial— and he wiU confess^he 
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dares not deny — they have plotted this between 
them, to make the wisest king their fool I Ai 
if it were so difficult to he virtuous with so goodly 
a chaplain to keep one so!" 

Henry glared round at Koodspere with an 
instantaneous lightening up of his eyeballs, that 
evinced how suddenly and vividly his danger- 
ous passions might be stirred, even by so reck- 
less and shameless a blast of suspicion. But 
at the instant Anne threw herself on his breast, 
exclaiming, " O, my knight ! my Henry ! my 
fearless champion ! will you hear your wife -be- 
trothed blasphemed thus without reply ?" 

" My only hope and love ! I cannot answer 
a churchman's gibe with my lance, nor fi tiler 
in any wise,.tiQ show mine utter scorn and dis- 
belief of. bi^ calumnies, than now and thusT' 
returned Henry, fondly embracing her; and 
continuing in the thundering tones that struck 
terror eyen into those whose cause he asserted. 
V Look, cardinal, that thou spare of thy pains 
and diligence as little as before in speeding the 
course of our release from our sometime-im- 
puted spouse, or look to lose the means of fur- 
therance more suddenly than you have gradu- 
ally grappled them into your greedy and all- 
grasping clutch 1 We have raised your greatness 
too high indeed since it shadows ourself at last ! 
— but the builder can also destroy I Look to 

YOL. III. 2 I 
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it and delay no longer to pronounce a blessing 
lyhere you have cursed, on our betrothal !" 

" Nay, sire, so holy an office befits not a 
vile pandar's service in it! Let this young 
clergyman, worthy of the name, consecrate our 

plight r 

" Sir, I am but the mere creation of your 
will — I cannot but obey !'* said Wolsey, rising 
dizzily. '' I am ready to do your pleasure- 
to bless your betrothal to my Lady Marchioness 
— ^if your marriage with your queen cannot 
stand good, if — '* 

" Iff when has it been if with you till now, 
my lord legate V* interrupted Anne. •* But 
I see well you will make rare t/-ing of it now, 
and heaven forbid I should receive your bene- 
diction in my matters ! Sir, if you credit not 
this scandalous father's tongue, who rails so 
heinously at his own blood, let us take our 
blessing from Master Roodspere's hands." 

** It shall be so !" said Henry, and to Rood- 
spere's astonishment the haughty Tudor knelt 
before him, hand in hand with Anne Boleyn — 
and so continued, while with amazed but un- 
faltering tones, he pronounced a benediction 
on the contracted pair, and concluded with an 
effusion of thanksgiving, so eloquent and fervid, 
that Henry was much struck and pleased. 

see Well/' he observed, with a grim smile 
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as he arose, ** that the cardinal hath provided 
us aforetime with a theologian whose zeal will 
make ample amends for any remissness on his 
own part!*' 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

MONKCRAFT. 

From the date of the memorahle banquet re- 
corded in the previous chapter, Wolsey's star, 
which had risen so rapidly to its apogee of 
brightness, declined with much greater rapidity. 
The indefatigable hatred of a woman, of great 
abilities, so bitterly wronged, worked inces- 
santly in conjunction with that of the courtiers, 
the dissatisfaction of the people, and, last but 
certainly not least, the wonderful progress of 
the new ideas, to push him downward. The 
long struggle of the divorce began in deadly 
earnest, and speedily enlisted the entire nation 
into opposite camps, whose hostility, con- 
tinually heightened by mutual injuries, and 
animated by the mightiest motive-power of 
the human mind, has been perpetuated in 
various forms to the present hour. 

For a while Wolsey^s intriguing policies 
contended with, by eluding, the strong current 
of events and opinions setting in. But the 
very subtlety and excess of his duplicity, 
finally brought him into a position, whence 
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extrication became impossible. While affect- 
ing to conciliate his brilliant enemy, by every 
mark of subserviency and devotion, he secretly 
coalesced with the opposite party ; and there 
is historical support to the positive averment 
of the secret documents in our possession, that 
it was Wolsey himself who instructed the 
queen and her adherents in the vital secret of 
the intention to divorce her, and to raise Anne 
Boleyn to the throne in her place. Ic was 
afterwards undoubtedly ascertained that he 
carried on a confidential intercourse with her 
prime adviser and advocate. Prior Sancgraal 
of Westminster, at the very moment when he 
was supposed to be most earnestly engaged oa 
the opposite interest. Katharine, already irri- 
tated in the highest degree by the discovery of 
the purpose to pronounce the invalidity of her 
marriage, was exasperated in every light as a 
woman, a princess, and a bigoted adherent of 
the old religion, by the revelation of her des- 
tined successor. The consequence was her 
rejection of the authority of the pretended 
court of adjudication, and her appeal to the 
pope. And then began the formidable crisis 
in Wolsey's destinies : would he admit or dis- 
allow of the appeal ? 

All readers of English history are aware of 
the affirmative decision that, after long waver- 

2 I 2 
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ing, he arrired at, and wbich led to his iinme-» 
diate downfal and dismissal from the farour 
and confidence of Henry YIII. And again 
it was Raphael Roodspere's chance to throw 
the grain into the halance, that turned Wolsey's 
hesitations into resolve. In the course of the 
pleadings by which the queen supported her 
determination to appeal from the tribunal 
appointed to judge the cause, one of the most 
zealous and powerful of her ecclesiastical sup- 
porters, Prior Sancgraal, produced on her part 
copies of a bull alleged to have been issued by 
Julius II., granting a dispensation for the 
marriage, all cause notwithstanding. Neither 
of the cardinals legate, nor any of the king^s 
advocates, ventured on so unorthodox a pro- 
cedure as to question the papal power, even to 
this large extent. But Raphael Roodspere, one 
of the most distinguished doctors on the king's 
part, admitted to the deliberations by special 
command, loudly affirmed that the pope could 
not dispense with the laws of God, which, he 
avouched, declared the marriage of the king 
with his brother's widow unlawful. An affir- 
mation that was indeed the very backbone of 
Luther's protest, but which, nevertheless, 
obtained the king's hearty applause and 
seconding ! The ultramontane cardinal was 
then provoked into declaring that he sate 
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there by no other authority than that of the 
supreme pontificate, and if it was denied, he 
possessed none to proceed in the investigation, 
Wolsey's eyes were now thoroughly opened 
to the dangers that beset not only himself, but 
the church with which he was identified, in the 
success of Anne Boleyn's ambitious designs ; 
a bigotry was roused in him into strenuous 
action which lurked in his character under all 
its worldliness and depravity. The super- 
stitions in which he was educated reappeared 
like writings in sympathetic ink, under the heat 
of the tribulations that assailed him ! 

But the religious element entered hourly 
more energetically into the strife. The very 
necessity of her position, and her known in- 
clinings, left little room to doubt that Anne's 
elevation would be destructive to the papal 
domination in England also. Her court, for 
80 it might well now be designated, was crowded 
with suspected persons. Her most confidential 
friend and counsellor, Raphael Roodspere, had 
long been identified with the reforming move- 
ment, and was under a public accusation of 
heresy. It was evident that an occult but all- 
powerful protection favoured the efforts of the 
reformers. Everywhere they gained ground. 
Bilney wandered unmolestedly, diffusing their 
doctrines far and near ; Latimer preached some 
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of their most dangerous and menacing tenets 
openly to the Londoners ; Cranmer and Ridley 
rentured to place themselves at the head of a 
movement, which scarcely disguised its pur- 
poses any longer, in both Universities ; Rood- 
spere gained the most powerful and efficient 
proselytes in the court itself. Even Henry, 
though throughout by no means exhibiting 
any degree of personal liking to the young 
doctor of theology, listened occasionally with 
attention to his bold and innovating exposi- 
tions. 

Whatever other result might be, Wolsey 
arrived at last at the bitter and overpowering 
conviction that the great object of his ambi* 
tion was for ever removed from his attainment ! 
He had mortally offended the emperor — ^he had 
no longer a bribe to offer France, The convic- 
tion that it was impossible he could ever con- 
ciliate Anne's real confidence forced itself irre- 
sistibly upon him. Her hatred continued hourly 
to increase in fervour against him, with the 
progress of her painful triumph. It appeared 
unmistakably in every imaginable form. In 
vain did Wolsey, under cover of lending it to 
the king, resign his magnificent palace of York 
Place for her residence ; heap the most flatter- 
ing attentions, gifts, and honours, on herself 
and all of her alliance. She used her continu- 
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ally increasing influence with lEe king to 
vex and thwart him, with all the ingenuity 
of female malice and revenge. Under her 
patronage his enemies hourly increased in 
nuniher and boldness. Complaints multiplied 
against his administration, and were now 
brought, with every advantage of exagger- 
ation, to the king's ears. The legantine 
court was trammelled in all its proceedings 
by the authoritative interference of the courts 
of common law; and the cold and altered 
manner of Henry portended still more fear- 
fully that the reign of his once all-potent 
favourite was drawing to a close. 

The corrupt plans at first adopted by 
Wolsey produced and promised no success. 
Anne continued to be most circumspect in all 
her intercourse with her boisterous lover, and 
while exhausting the resources of her genius and 
beauty to multiply fascinations around him, 
kept him at a distance which, far from weary- 
ing, seemed to inflame his passion hourly to 
greater vehemence and impatience, Wolsey 
found it at last both useless and dangerous to 
protract the issue ih this manner, and, with 
extreme reluctance, resumed preparations which 
had long hung in abeyance like sails on the 
yards when the wind that strained them sud- 
denly subsides. His renewed activity almost 
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immediately produced the famous appeal that 
threw all the onus of the decision on himself 
and a colleague who was notoriously at his 
disposal. Compelled then to cast the &tal die, 
it was no marvel that when Wolsey irretrieva- 
bly committed himself to the Catholic party, 
by admitting the appeal, and dissolving his 
court, his disgrace was confidently anticipated. 
But he himself, though he had made up his 
mind to a grievous clash in his fortunes, stood 
amazed at the sudden and overwhelming ruin 
• into which they fell around him ! The king 
set off, in extreme disgust, on a progress to 
one of his country seats, after issuing orders 
that stripped the cardinal of all his great offices 
and power in the state, without deigning to 
listen to any apologies or explanations from 
him — without even deigning to inform him of 
his intended departure. 

It is true that Wolsey thus achieved the 
consolation, as he imagined, of effectually 
checkmating his adversary, and of rendering a 
legal union with her so impossible as almost 
to compel her to abandon her ambitious hopes. 
But he only knotted the causes whose solution 
was the Eeformation I -— In consenting to 
Anne Boleyn's acceptance of the king's pas- 
sionate invitation, under the most solemn 
promises of security to her honour, to accom* 
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pany him to Grafton, Roodspere first pro- 
pounded to her the vast idea of labouring at 
the separation of the English Church from the 
papacy, and of establishing its earthly supre- 
macy in the king himself! This was the 
object to which Anne was now to turn her 
attention, and devote her persuasions to effect. 
But Roodspere himself was not to be permitted 
to share in the task; and for a reason that 
filled him with astonishment and dismay. 
Laughing and blushing at the same time to 
excess, Anne Boleyn avowed the king had 
made an express stipulation with her, that he 
should not be of their party; and from his 
whole manner and tone she was satisfied no 
less a passion than jealousy was aroused 
in the royal breast against him ! With vivid 
indignation she declared that from the moment 
when Wolsey had uttered his fiagitious insinu- 
ation regarding their intimacy, the idea had 
never been effectually dispelled in the king's 
mind, even by all Roodspere's zeal and services 
in the promotion of his cause ! 

Roodspere himself had always distinguished 
a degree of repugnance and repulse in Henry's 
manner to him, though occasionally betrayed 
into vehement approbation of his labours and 
learning during the debates on the divorce. 
He was aware that an adherent of his old 
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enemies, the monks, and a confidential ally of 
Prior SancgraaUs — the Duke of Norfolk, 
openly manifested dislike and suspicion against 
him, and might well he made the medium of 
stirring the royal apprehensions and Tindic- 
tivcncBs. The affection and familiarity which 
a community of wrongs, purposes, and habi- 
tation, necessarily induced between him and 
his patroness, might well infuse misgivings 
into so jealous and distrustful a heart. A very 
slight reflection convinced him of the prudence 
of Anne's request ; but on the other hand he 
was disturbed with the notion that it was 
possibly a contrivance of her enemies and 
the sycophants about the king's person to 
remove a person whom they rightfully regarded 
as one of the greatest obstacles to their nefa- 
rious hopes of inducing the compliance of 
Anne with her suitor's dishonourable wishes. 
But the lady — still laughing and still blushing 
more vehemently yet — invited him to supply 
his place, for awhile, with her by the presence 
of his tutor, Cranmer of Cambridge. The king 
had lent a ready ear to the suggestion of this 
latter learned ally, to make an appeal to the 
opinion of all the great universities of Europe, 
and himself desired to see a man who, to use 
his own phrase, *' had got the right sow by 
the ear!" And when Roodspere eagerly as- 
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sented to the compromise, she added, with 
warmth and earnestness, " Why remove ye 
not the king's suspicions, by getting ye your 
own true love and wife out of the monks' 
bondage? — I will sue ye out your pardon, 
doubt ye not, for such an o£fence, and ye shall 
go abroad on this matter with the universities 
awhile, until Henry's [^foolish fancies dispel 
themselves! — How say you if ye fill up the 
leisure of this deadlock in our affairs by such 
an enterprise of a preux chevalier ? — I shall 
relish no meat better than to indict so great a 
vexation on this saucy- ton gued prior, who 
preaches that ' Mistress Nan ' is Antichrist in 
petticoats l" 

Boodspere wanted no ?eal for such an 
enterprise ; but he was forced to confess that 
he had exhausted every effort even to obtain 
any tidings of his wife's condition, in vain. 
" Ay, truly," replied Anne, " I have myself, 
unknown to you, twice made attempt in 
person to learn some tidings of her ; but they 
held themselves excused, and let me eat their 
strawberries grudgingly! Yet, take thou a 
golden key — ^my coffers are at your command — 
and try the nunnery gates again!" 

The lull in the great contest, and the 
departure of the court, in fact afforded Rood- 
spere a leisure which the absorbing vicissi- 

VOL. III. 2 K 
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tudcs of action had hitherto denied, to devote 
some consideration to his private affairs. It 
may he thought that he had neglected no po8« 
sible means of penetrating the mystery of his 
wife's fate, since she continued to be the 
inspiring motive in all his toils — the crowning 
object of all the perils he so fearlessly invoked 
around his path. Bat his clear integrity had 
not yet suggested to him any but direct and 
simple means to attain his purpose, and the 
thought of bribing infidelity, even to his re- 
morseless adversaries, gave him the greatest 
repugnance. He determined to make one 
more open and undissembled attempt to obtain 
at least some information on the main points 
of his inquietude. He suddenly bethought 
himself of the deposed prioress, Dame Juliana 
Biocas. He remembered she had formerly 
exhibited even an exuberance of partiality to 
himself personally, and he thought she could 
have no reasonable motive to interest herself 
in behalf of the projects of persons who had 
contrived and effected her ruin. His absence 
as usual, in the train of the court, must have 
been anticipated — and finally he presented 
himself, with good hopes, at the convent gates, 
and with an inquiry for Dame Juliana. 

Luckily the porter, though a lay-brother of 
Westminster, appeared not to recognise him ; 
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and Sister Juliana, as she was now called, was 
fallen into such contempt and neglect, that a 
visitation to her seemed without consequence. 
Roodspere was accordingly admitted into a stone 
parlour, cold and narrow as a well, and lighted 
Jrom the ceiling, where only, the rigour of the 
new prioress suffered any visitation to he made 
to her charge. But herself, as well as her 
household, appeared to be thoroughly thrown 
off their guard : and after a brief delay, the once 
jocund and well-conditioned ex-prioress en- 
tered upon the scene. What a change was 
tEere ! — Roodspere could hardly believe that 
he recognised the goodly dame of his recol- 
lections in the person of a swollen- visaged 
beldame, clad in sackcloth, stripped of every 
ornament and decoration, who entered patter- 
ing over a rosary of common wooden beads. 
Little about her but had shared this extraor- 
dinary transmutation — excepting her eyes — 
which though considerably hollowed and 
bleared, retained something of their bold and 
unfeminine stare. To this had the canonical 
penances inflicted by the prior — the severity of 
the new prioress — the sweating sickness — ^and, 
of late, a copious indulgence in the great pa- 
nacea of human cares which antiquity deified 
under the name of Bacchus — ^reduced Dame 
Juliana Brocas. 
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lloodspcre received but a sallen and repol- 
sivo welcome from this lady ; and he conjec- 
tured that, besides the old grudge of her 
slighted charms, she regarded him as in a 
measure the cause of her misfortunes. He 
endeavoured to dissipate this impression by 
the kindness and cordiality of his greetings, 
and by expressing his sorrow at the changed 
circumstances under which they met. But the 
ox -prioress seemed but slightly, if at all molli- 
fied, and abruptly desired to know his busi- 
ness with her, as there was a heavy penance 
for holding any unnecessary intercourse with 
a person suspected in the heinous offence of 
heresy. llooJapcre was about to reply, as 
guardedly as possible, when the ex-prioress's 
name was suddenly called, in a screeching 
tone, which he recognised as Mother Bar- 
bara's. Dame Juliana was compelled by " holy 
obedience '* to respond to this summons, and 
left the room, promising, if she was allowed, 
to return. For a considerable time it was 
doubtful whether she was not prohibited to 
confer this favour ; but at last Dame Juliana 
did return and, with a very different look and 
manner. She seemed flushed as if she had 
just poured a libation ; her eyes were rekin- 
dled, and her whole style was changed into 
one of feverish eagerness and activity. Rood- 
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spere, struck with these signs, hastened to 
introduce his topic without so much prefatial 
matter as he had at first deemed necessary. 

But the reply !-— We shall not attempt to do 
justice to Raphael Roodspere's feelings when 
the nun — not much grieved at the anguish she 
inflicted — informed him that his lost but still 
most passionately-beloved wife was within a 
few weeks of becoming the mother of an 
infant who would have the sacrilegious right 
of calling him father ! — Her condition had 
not been discovered — so it was said — until 
some time after she had been affrighted and 
threatened into assuming the black veil ; and, 
to conceal so monstrous a scandal from the 
eyes of the people, she had ever since con- 
tinued, under the plea of ill-health — ^insanity 
even was reported! — ^in a gloomy chamber 
which none but those in the secret were per- 
mitted to enter. But Juliana averred she 
herself did not believe she was mad, though 
her manners were very strange. A settled 
and unalterable melancholy weighed on her 
spirits; — and, saving that she had either 
formed, or had had infused into her, a terrible 
notion that she was destined to give birth to 
some awful and indescribable monster, whose 
hideousness would compel the assistants in- 
stantly to destroy it — she seemed in general 
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teemed for his learning, piety, and devote 
' enthusiasm — a favourite adviser and chaplaia 
of the glorious lady of the ascendant, who 
was now generally understood to play for no 
less a stake than the crown imperial of Eng- 
land ! — the most determined champion of the 
new opinions, the purity of whose life and 
conversation seemed to reflect their lustre in 
the most splendid and engaging relief — was 
detected in an amour with a profligate nun of 
Clerkenwell, deposed for her numerous inde- 
corums from her rank as superioress there I 
• There could he no douht of the facts of the 
case ; the guilty clergyman was seized in her 
chamber, and she had openly confessed their 
mutual depravity ! A great number of persons 
had seen Roodspere pass through London, 
strongly bound, with his feet tied under the 
belly of a miserable hackney, which conveyed 
him to confinement in Westminster. Not in 
the Gatehouse, it was reported, several pri- 
soners having of late escaped thence by con- 
nivance ; but in the abbey itself, in a lofty 
chamber called the Hermitage of St. Wulfin. 
It may be readily imagined what a satisfaction 
this news gave to one of the factions into 
which the metropolis, and indeed all England, 
were now divided — what a sorrow and astonish- 
ment it was to the other ! 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

CAIN AND ABEL. 

RooDSFEKE had been punctual as the stroke 
of time itself to the hour assigned for his 
arrival in Clerkenwell ; and at midnight, en- 
tering at a long disused postern, by a key 
with which Dame Juliana furnished him, he 
found himself within the high- walled circuit 
of Clerkenwell Close. This, as we have for- 
merly mentioned, was a beautiful and richly 
cultivated garden and orchard, interspersed 
with pleasant walks and alleys of verdant 
umbrage. We know not why misfortune should 
so cruelly mock her victim, but Roodspere's 
heart beat quick only with happy anticipations, 
and scarcely a shadow of danger crossed the 
radiance of the hope that lured him on. Could 
he only see her — console her — assure her of 
his undying love — clasp her once more to his 
soul — even if all other possibility of reunion 
continued denied — there was no hazard he 
would not have challenged undismayed. But a 
still more inebriating hope danced in his veins— 
that he could prevail, by the eloquence of love, 
in winning Lily- Virgin to a flight from her 
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prison and falsely-imposed vows, and redeem 
the precious pledge of their affection at the 
same time from the cruel and criminal designs 
of his enemies. Juliana had hinted at the 
most nefarious projects, pretendedly formed to 
spare the churchy and the nunnery the scandal 
of beholding one of its vestals a mother I And 
thus it was that he overlooked all obstacles 
and reasonable apprehensions, and deliTered 
himself into the hands of his enemies. He 
had scarcely climbed the buttress — which was 
almost as easy to ascend as a flight of steps*- 
and entered Dame Juliana's cell — scarcely 
had time to wonder at the preparations for a 
repast he found there, and to discern by an 
open lantern that she was lying, as it seemed, 
sound asleep on the coverlet of her couch — 
when the door was burst open, and a throng 
of nuns and lay brothers of "Westminster 
rushed into the chamber, with torches and 
tapers innumerable 

Roodspere immediately perceived that he 
was betrayed, and at the next glance that his 
retreat by the window cut off. A visage 
he knew too well to be Prior Sancgraal's, 
glared in at the lattice, and numerous voices 
of his captors, starting from ambush, called to 
one another in the Close. Instantly after a 
dozen hands seized him as in the claws of 
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crabs of gigantic power, and he was over- 
powered, cast on the ground, and pinioned. 
Remonstrance, inquiry, threats were all in vain 
— and to put the consummation on his agony, 
a haggard figure, with streaming hair, and 
madness in its eyes, came shrieking into the 
apartment — shrieking his name ! And it was 
Lily- Virgin, pursued by Barbara and other of 
the nuns, like a dove set after by a flight of 
black hawks ! Lily- Virgin, who recognised 
him — and to whom, with his own ears, he 
heard himself denounced, by a yelling voice 
from the window, as the paramour of the 
treacherous ex-prioiess ! Lily-Virgin, who, to 
all his frantic denials and entreaties, returned 
only peals of delirious laughter — and who was 
forcibly dragged from his presence before he 
could satisfy himself she even understood that 
he declared himself innocent of the infamy 
laid to his charge. 

It was little, after such a scene, to be led in 
the most ignominious manner, through the 
reviling of a mob, and the astonishment of the 
citizens of London, to imprisonment in the 
lofty Hermitage of St. Wulfin. As if unable 
to trust so valuable a prize in any other of his 
strongholds, it was thither that Sancgraal's 
satellites conveyed their captive. Sacristan 
Wenlock and Rogue- the -Rogue Solomon, who 
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had survived the sweating sickness, were ap- 
pointed his jailers, and consigned him with 
every species of insult and mockery, to the 
custody of the prodigious height and isolation 
of the loft, and its massive doors. He was 
then left to his own reflections — on which it 
seemed not possible that a gleam of hope could 
descend ! He perceived that he had fallen 
into a snare that must alienate from him every 
species of protection and succour. His ene- 
mies would be enabled to represent him in the 
light of a hypocritical wretch, abandoned to 
the most licentious passions ; his friends and 
adherents would be alike indignant and 
ashamed at his apparent fall. Even his holy 
cause itself would suffer, in the popular con- 
clusions, by the supposed discovery of his in- 
famy ! Henry's suspicions would be reinforced 
by so amazing a detection of his secret cor- 
ruption — and his patroness could not venture 
to interfere in liis behalf. Or if, yielding to 
the rash generosity of her nature, she should, 
only increased exasperation and suspicion on 
the king's part would be the probable result. 
Meanwhile his imagined infidelity, even more 
than the terrible fate that would probably 
remove him from all hopes of explanation on 
earth, might complete the ruin of Lily- 
Virgin's intellect, and the merciless designs of 
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his enemies. From the cardinal, and his still 
powerful faction, he had only to expect vin- 
dictive reprisals, or at best abandonment to his 
fate. And what that fate was purposed to be, 
from the hands of the implacable and relent- 
less prior, now that he was placed thus help- 
lessly in his trammels, admitted not of a 
doubt. 

As to any possibility of escape, that was 
altogether out of calculation. There was no 
Dan Gloria now in the Abbey, to hazard 
existence on a cast to save him ! There was 
only the reminiscence of her mysterious but 
probably dreadful doom, to heighten every 
anticipation of evil. But when he considered 
the furious passions excited in his adversaries, 
and their necessary anxiety to rid themselves 
of so formidable a foe as he had proved, he 
needed no vague suspicions and suggestions 
to enhance his danger in his own eyes. Secret 
assassination he no longer dreaded ; it was evi- 
dent his enemies had determined to make a pub- 
lic spectacle of his disgrace and humiliation. 
And if he could have known the measures 
adopted by Sancgraal on the very day of his 
capture, he would have been entirely satisfied 
that exposure was one of the main purposes of 
his atrocious revenge. Sancgraal himself pro- 
ceeded with the news of what he had done to 
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Richmond, where the doomed minister hsd 
taken up his abode ; and before he went he Buiii- 
moned Almoner Benson to his presence-^eli- 
berately informed him that he had long known 
his secret treachery and betrayal of the Abbej 
counsels to their adversaries — and was deter- 
mined no longer to tolerate his abode in it. 
But not to deprive him altogether of resources, 
he gave him permission to go and curry fiiTour 
with the king's mistress, and Master Rood- 
spere's patroness, by informing her of his 
capture and of the just retribution aboat to 
descend upon his crimes ! Brother Quodytdt- 
deus, almost beside himself with dread at this 
direct accusation, solemnly avouched his inno- 
cence, and declared he would never forsake so 
good a lord, and brethren so kind — and 
within an hour took a hurried departure for 
Grafton. 

The prior gave orders to have everything in 
readiness for the captured heresiarch's trial on 
his return, and he even exchanged a short but 
expressive consultation with two of the lay 
brethren, whom he directed to go into St. 
John's Wood (it was a wood then !) and cut 
down a beech tree, of a convenient size to make 
a stake. But his business with the cardinal 
detained him longer than he had expected ; 
and on his return to Westminster, certain 
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intelligence summoned him to Clerkenwell. 
An event happened there which also compelled 
him to prolong his stay — and when he returned 
to the Abbey, in the evening, he found a royal 
messenger, who brought him a strict command 
from the king, to proceed no further in the 
matter of the charges against the chaplain of 
the " Lady Marchioness," as Anne was now 
called, until the return of the court to London, 
when Henry himself declared that he would 
be present, agreeably to a former promise, to 
execute " indifferent justice" between the 
accused and the Abbey of Westminster. 

Almoner Benson had evidently taken the 
prior more rapidly at his word than the latter 
had purposed. But Sancgraal well knew that 
he was himself in no favour at court. Through- 
out the proceedings in the divorce he was dis- 
tinguished by his ability, eloquence, and vehe- 
ment zeal, on the side of the queen. He 
was the acknowledged head of the entire 
monastic party which, by its paramount in- 
fluence in the country, still counterpoised all 
the progress of the Reformers in the great 
towns ; and, considered numerically, compelled 
the divorce to be looked upon as a highly un- 
popular measure. The phrase " indifferent 
justice" pleased him not ; and the usurpation 
of ecckskstical power by the king, which h« 
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bad nevertheless himself originally invoked, 
could not be supposed much to delight a man 
who had uniformly repugned eyen the papal 
delegation of the cardinal legate. Tet appa- 
rently Sancgraal submitted, contenting himself 
by writing a long justification of his proceed- 
ings, in reply, addressed to the king, setting 
forth the enormous crimes — the heresies and 
unbounded debaucheries— of the accused, and 
earnestly imploring his grace's immediate 
attention to a case which involved the well* 
being and honour of the entire Catholic 
Church. An answer was received to this 
application, appointing a day for the trial, and 
at an unexpectedly early date. The prior was 
at the same time instructed to furnish Rood- 
spere with all the books, papers, and testi- 
mony that might be necessary to his defence ; 
but to deny any personal access, or by letters, 
to the culprit, from the exterior. Sancgraal 
smiled darkly — and promised compliance. 

The latter command was very literaUj 
obeyed. During the space of the three weeks 
Hood spere continued a prisoner in the Hermi« 
tage of St. Wulfin, he had neither speech nor 
intercourse with any human being. Hogue- 
the-Rogue, who brought him his food, and 
Walter Wenlock, who always attended as a 
guard and watcher, either out of their own 
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malignity, or by command, never opened their 
lips to the prisoner. His fare — which was of 
the coarsest kind — was handed to him in utter 
silence, and no questioning could extract any 
tidings of what was occurring m the external 
world. The only amusement afforded to his 
anxious thoughts in that solitude were of a 
melancholy and desponding character. Rood- 
spere took no interest in the Prior's books, 
which rather excited his disgust and horror, 
for they were nearly all of a blasphemous 
magic or of obscene romance under sanctified 
forms — of anatomy and physics of a material 
and depressing order — or of the gloomiest and 
most sophistical and intricate theology. Still 
less did he take any delight in the machinery 
of superstitious devotion accumulated in the 
Hermitage, but on which the dust had long 
gathered, in the absorption of the political 
events which had compelled the saint to 
descend from his aerie into the bustle of the 
world. The only relief to his distressing 
thoughts, for a considerable period, was there- 
fore to gaze from his arched pigeon-holes 
down into the church, and remark with satis- 
faction its comparative desertion and gloom. 
This bird's-eye view of the changeful drama 
of existence continually going on beneath his 
gaze, somewhat distracted the growing fixity 

21.2 
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of thought which is one of the most terrible 
of the consequences of solitary imprisonment. 
But only the murmur of the chaunts and 
music in the Abbey Church ever ascended to 
that great height ; and the monotony of Rood- 
spere's physical condition, in contrast with 
the raging activity of his ideas, might well 
have produced that state of mind on which 
his enemies purp9sed to act, but for one provi- 
dential circumstance. On a certain occasion 
Wenlock so far broke silence as to inform him 
he was ordered to furnish him with any books 
he might need for his defence on the charges of 
heresy, shortly to be promoted against him. 
He desired to know what he would have 
brought to him — probably expecting Rood- 
spere would wish to consult those he had left 
in the Abbey. But the prisoner replied that 
he required the Bible only ; and as he was im- 
mediately furnished with his own Hebrew and 
Greek edition, thenceforth he had no lack of 
occupation for his thoughts, whenever he 
could succeed in abstracting them from the 
tormenting recollections and fears thatbcbieged 
his heart. 

During this painful interval, Roodspere 
frequently either beheld, or imagined he be- 
held. Prior Sancgraal's gloomy shadow gliding 
through the aisles of the church below, seem- 
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isgly himself absorpt in long and fathomlessly 
sombre reveries. Sometimes, it seemed to 
him, that a pair of ravenous eyes glanced 
upwards at him^ — ^as if a vulture Mrere impatient 
for its prey ! The terrible thought occurred 
to him at last, that this man of devouring and 
insidiously violent passions — ^judging from his 
own murky and ungoverned sentiments — 
imagined that the excess of Roodspere's mis- 
fortunes, and the pressure of solitude, would 
drive him on some deed of nameless despair ; 
perhaps on suicide ! Already, if Dan Gloria's 
revelations could be depended upon, he had 
found the efficacy of spiritual terrors, and the 
awe of the dreadful doom in store for Rood- 
spere also — he might well hope — would 
again do the executioner's work on a victim, 
and save him from all dread of counteraction ! 
But if so, Sancgraal entirely mistook the 
character of his man, and of the exalted 
impulses that held sway in his bosom. The 
morning still found Roodspere in his cell; 
and not a mangled and disfigured corpse on the 
floor of the church ! But of what avail is it to 
turn in the circle of a solitary prisoner's medi- 
tations ? Let us pass on to the day when those 
of Roodspere were to be turned into action ; 
when the brutal |Wenlock, without the least 
preparation, informed him that his trial was to 
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take place that day, in the Chapterlioi 
commanded him to hold himself in 
for his summons. 

Roodspere made himself readj, not hj 
suiting authorities, hut hy commending himseify 
heart and soul, in prayer, to the Maker and 
Lord alike of death and life. His jailers 
found him busied in preparing himself for the 
sufferings most probably awaidng him, in the 
perusal of the records of those of the great 
Exemplar and Founder of Christianity. Tak* 
ing only the Great Book with him— -without 
even inquiring whither he was to be led— • 
Roodspere followed in a rapid descent of the 
pile into the church. He traversed it with the 
same outward indifference, though there was 
scarcely a stone, a pillar, or a monument, but 
was associated with some recollection in his 
mind. Above all, the remembrance of Dan 
Gloria, whom he had chiefly seen amidst these 
localities, revived with force in his imagination, 
and an unutterable emotion of compassion, 
mingled with gratitude for her fervid, though 
ill-regulated aflection, and fearful conjectures 
of her fate, visited his heart. Thus thinking, 
he scarcely noticed the fact that he was being 
led to the Chapel of the Kings, imtil he found 
himself it it ! 
The first object he noticed then, and one 
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that restored Roodspere to the remembrance 
of his own immediate personal dangers, was 
Cardinal Wolsey, at prayers before the shrine 
of St. Edward, to which he had just offered 
both his massive silver pillars — emblems of 
his legatine and archiepiscopal dignities ! 
Roodspere was startled, and somewhat moved, 
to observe the great change a few short months 
had made in his appearance. His usually 
spendid attire was neglected and almost 
sordid; he wore no ornaments; he seemed 
to have grown suddenly old ; to have shrunk 
like the prophet's gourd in a glance ! His 
hair was grey, his hues pallid and sallow as if 
with the wasting of a fever, and his eyes were 
reddened round the edges with the brine of 
tears. Anxiety, grief, and corroding passions 
of various kinds had worked all the lines in his 
visage, into the withered relief of the fibres in 
a dead leaf. He knelt slouchingly as if he had 
lost his physical strength; demoralized by 
mental suffering and calamity ! Roodspere 
became even affected as he gazed upon this 
spectacle ; and when the cardinal arose, and 
made a gesture to the attendants to leave them 
alone, the expression of bitter anguish that 
writhed over Wolsey's visage was very faith- 
fully reflected in that of his unfortunate son. 
*' Well, sir ! I see you are not altogether of 
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iron and brass ! And to this haTo you redooed 
us, that now style ourself Miserrimus, from 
the high estate we held !" said Wolsey, with 
strong emotion. *' But are you aware of your 
own part in our calamity, and how, like the 
strong man of Gaza, you have pulled as heavy 
a ruin on your own head, as on ours, your 
adversary and your sire ? Know ye how it is 
about to chance with you ? That you are about 
to be tried, by your most mortallest and en- 
venomed enemies, on heresies so certainly 
proveable that they have already thought it 
meet to set up the stake in the^Place of the 
Ordeal? Matters are so contrived, that to 
your few friends, you appear as a wretch 
unworthy to be saved ; or, if the rash woman 
who cherishes you so unduly, continues to 
interfere in your behalf, she doth it but to the 
manifest increase of the king's suspicions and 
indignation against you ! Howbeit, both are 
distant, engaged in pleasureable desports in 
Northamptonshire, and you are here in West- 
minster ! The monks are in earnest, you can- 
not doubt, since, relying on their charters and 
bulls, they are about to proceed to judgment 
and execution on you, in spite — ^perchance in 
consequence— of the king's inhibition, and 
sent word that he will himself decide your 
doom! I cannot interfere on your behalf. 
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being already compelled to lay down my lega- 
tine office, remaining under the utter penalties 
of a prijemunire, for having used the powers it 
conferred upon me in this realm ! Hunne's 
law hath come against me at last, in very 
sooth ! Thus am I on the very verge of ruin 
complete, and decay without remede, as well 
as yourself; but if you will listen to some 
reason, Master Roodspere ! — For this sake 
only, that I shall propose — for the sake of the 
Church menaced also with dilapidation infinite, 
from the malice and hatred of the heretic 
woman you have planted in the king's bosom ! 
The monks of Westminster, and their grisly 
prior, have consented to allow me to propose 
conditions of redemption to thee by which 
may we yet all be righted in our shattered 
barque, and make a glorious harbour still ! 
Yea, all may yet be well with me again — and 
my name, instead of becoming the proverb of 
a mighty fall, may be quoted against fortune's 
instability, as one that grew in lustre and 
breadth even to the close !" 

Roodspere looked at the cardinal inquir- 
ingly, but made no audible response. 

"And certes, now ye cannot but discern 
your own plottings have come to a vain final- 
ity !" continued the prelate, with rising warmth. 
"I have made the dismal conjunction you 



k^ 
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projected us, impossible 1 I baye allowed of 
tbe queen's appeal to Rome, where is a pope 
clutched in tbe gauntlet of ber nephew, the 
emperor — who, for bis very life, never shall 
dare pronounce for a divorce! Moreover, 
Campeius is bearing borne in bis wallet letters 
from me exposing all tbe reality of the dangers 
and destruction awaiting tbe Church should 
tbe Lutberan Anne attain tbe supremacy she 
aims at ! — And now tbat both tbe king most 
despair of any such hope as this mad degrada* 
tion of tbe marriage — now tbat tbe jealous 
watcb-dog is removed from about ber ! — and 
tbe woman berself, gay, reckless, enamoured 
of pleasure, is alone witb so eager a lovers- 
can we doubt tbat either bis passion shall 
exbaust itself anon in satiety— or hopeless- 
ness ? — Tben sball dispossessed Wolsey regain 
all bis old place and habitude in bis king's 
affections — and sball but find him tbe more 
bitterly set against Clement, and tbe willinger 
to assist in tbe depository tbat sball leave St. 
Peter's chair vacant for bis ascent ! — Dost 
thou smile ? — ^I tell thee it shall, it must be 
so ! — True, Hopkins, that prophesied all thy 
doings, so promised me ! — And tben shalt 
thou, as my dearest son, inherit my hat, title, 

and all my vast possessions in this realm ! 

I swear it to thee ! — Dost thou hear > It lies 
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in thy power to shun the most dreadful doom 
of fire and death — to achieve these mighty 
rewards — redeem thyself, the Church, thy 
natural sire — ^from utter destruction! — and 
wilt thou not ?— Speak !" 

** What would you have done to this great 
purpose ? — But you have not named the only 
reward that could win me so much as to raise 
my hand, in all these behalfs V* replied Kood- 
spere, with supernatural coldness. 

" Nay, for that cannot be ! — and thyself 
must now see it is impossible she can ever 
be thine! — Nay, and Our Lady must have 
aided the prior in his work, since on this very 
day this Lily-Virgin of thine is coming hither 
to bear witness against thee /*' said Wolsey 
— and even the desperate politician averted 
his gaze from the young husband as he pro- 
nounced the words. 

" Lily- Virgin ! — my wife ! — the mother of 
my unborn child ! — to appear against me /" 
exclaimed Koodspere — and now indeed utterly 
aghast. 

"Your child is born — and dead ! — The de- 
tection of your shameless intrigue with Dame 
Juliana brought on the sudden and sorrowful 
deathbirth of a man-child — who breathed only 
to be denied the ChurcVs baptism !" said 
Wolsey, hurrying in disordered speech over 
vol.. III. ' 2 )£ 
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the words. ** I say not that this is well — but 
so it is 1 Why shouldst thou emperil all 
therefore for one paltry woman's sake, who, 
for a jealous pique, can assist to consign you 
to the stake V 

** You speak reasonably, my lord cardinal ! — 
Well, what can I do to prevent such sacrilege 
as for flesh to rend its flesh ?" returned Rood- 
spcrc, after a long pause* 

** Firstly, it will be necessary to confess alle- 
gations that must else be so proved ! — to plead 
guilty to the monk's indictment of heresies," 
said Wolsey, speaking with visible slowness 
and hesitation. *' And then, could the king 
be made thoroughly aware that this dazzling 
lady of his is a heretic to the very core, — 
which, by thy confession and implication, he 
might bo made to believe,—- such is his abhor- 
rence of that detestable sect, whose Sampson 
huth 80 grossly traduced and insulted his 
majesty royal before the vorld, that — and well 
thou knowest she is one ! — In brief, Rood- 
8j)ere, you have but to avouch the truth — to 
the king — and — and — in the manner I shall 
rehearse it — and all will be well again I — 
Pleading guilty as ye must — for disproof is 
impossible — to your own charges— even as is 
wontedly done by men repentant, in the like 
offences, ye should name Mistress Anne as 
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fotemost- among the accomplices, fautors, and 
secret agents of the detestable Saxon fellow, 
and of his most heinous heresies ! — And, 
good son, in the confession and admission of 
what neither can you at all deny — your disor- 
derly, though secret and hypocritical, demean- 
our with women — you must in a way — and as 
it were by obvious and certain inference — 
give plainly to be understood — what the cir- 
cumstances of your close and else marvellous 
familiarity — ^your jealous vigilance over her — 
her disdain of a royal prince's wooings — and 
all other circumstance of opinion — most 
clearly, to every experienced judgment, needs 
not the confirmation of your confessing lips ! — 
I trow you take my meaning well enough !— 
The king himself already misdoubts of the 
same-^-but that you know better than I can 
urge it ! — All things will go to confirm the 
same ! — Her renown in France was such that 
King Francis, who boasts he never sighed in 
vain, wore her colours for a year and a 
day I — Why, but as a mere girl, I do remember 
me, at the Field of the Cloth of Gold, she 
would run wits with the most reckless laugher 
among the French nobles ! — And this disco- 
very of thy proper turpitude— as thyself wert 
wont to style a harmless byplay of the soul ! — 
and it is of the nature of jealousy to desire to 
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know the worst, at any price ! — Therefore the 
king will freely pardon thee on thy fall reTe* 
lation of the facts ! — And thon wilt do himself 
and the realm a better serrice than all his 
liegemen of thy degree for many a year! — 
For ye will give him the right to enforce his 
will, if it should hold further to so handled a 
prize — which I think the less likely that 1 
had much ado to reason him out of his mis- 
like to link himself with a royal and most 
honourable widowhood ! — How say you, sir ? — 
Why keep you this silence and contempla- 
tion ?" 

" I do beseech your grace, give me some 
pause ! These words leave all pursuit of 
judgment breathlessly in arrear V* said Rood- 
spero, and literally his chest heaved with the 
panting sighs of an exhausted follower. 
"Betray my most excellent and honourable 
patroness to ignominy! — ^myself to eternal 
shame and confusion ! — become the crowning' 
Judas of the world ! — to save the church af 
which your grace would become the worthy 
head V* 

" Jest not with us f — the penalties whereon 
you will refuse, are not jesting matters !*' 
returned Wolsey, in excessive agitation. 
** The monks will not — Sancgraal dares not — 
abide your counter accusations before the 
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king! 'Tis therefore they proceed, disre- 
garding his inhibition, at every risk, ere he 
returns to London ! The delay that hath had 
place was merely that this Nanny's continued 
bleatings for you might stir him to worse 
wrath and suspicions — and make it possible 
for the Paulet nun to come and aid in your 
destruction !'* 

** Ay, indeed V* said Roodspere, and he 
paused in overwhelming thought for some 
instants. '' And are these lawful means in 
the church from which, I thank my God ! 
I stand excommunicate and cursed?" 

"To a good end, we may swerve, with 
venial offence, at times, from the direct rule 
of right! Heaven itself, at seasons, brings 
about its purposes in strange fashions!— 
Rest content ; I take upon myself the whole 
burden of what is done amiss, to cut that 
ulcer out of our mother's breast! Yea, I 
command thee to do as I have said — and this 
book thou huggest will tell thee, the punish- 
ment of a disobedient son, in the old law, 
was death !" 

** Alas ! poor man ! — and to keep thy foot- 
ing on these slippery hatches of the world, 
for a few brief instants, thou wilt cast thy 
deathless soul into the deeps V said Rood- 
spere. 

2 K 2 
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" I will do anything— eyerytbing— to pre- 
serve the cburcb, which myself haye brought 
into this infinite jeopardy — and to ruin my 
haughty and insulting she-destroyer ! I see 
now that it was a wise man's saying, a woman 
cannot forgive if she would! — And I haye 
o£fended her where women are most keenly 
alive to offence — pricked into the ever- welling 
core which can neither be healed by ointment 
or searing-iron ! And O, Roodspere, if thou 
dost value in aught thy father's love — ^if thou 
art thy fond mother's true issue, who loved 
him so — if thou wouldst win my gratitude- 
shun my malediction — thou wilt not deny me 
this help in mine extremity ?" 

Roodspere remained for some moments 
gazing at the cardinal, absolutely speechless 
and motionless. 

" Well, my good lord I" he said, at last, 
with a profound sigh, " lead me where I may 
disburthen my soul of its weights, and make a 
true confession of the worst I know against 
this lady and myself !" 

" Praise be to St. Edward I— he yields !" 
exclaimed Wolsey, embracing Roodspere, in 
a very unfounded ecstasy of joy. «* Come 
hither, my lord prior ! — make ready your 
court. The prisoner will make open and free 
confession of his malefactions !" 
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He rang a bell as he spoke, probably a pre- 
concerted signal, for Sancgraal entered from 
the altar-place almost immediately after. 

"All is ready in the Chapter-house, my 
lord cardinal!" he said, with something of 
incredulity and amazement in his harsh and 
husky tones. The deep livor of his com- 
plexion — ^his unlifted eyes — his mechanical 
gestures — on the other hand, betrayed no 
emotion, however slight. 

" He has taken my lady. Queen Philippa's 
motto on her tomb yonder," said Wolsey, 
smiling anxiously — " ' Disce vivere P — learn 
to live, indeed!*' 

"Nay, sir, mine eye is upon Queen 
Eleanor's ; but that is the same in true pur- 
port—* Disce mori .'* — learn to die !" said 
Roodspere, pointing to this seemingly con- 
trary inscription, with a look and gesture 
Wolsey never forgot. 

" Let us lose no time, lest he relapse into 
his crazinessT' he murmured to Sancgraal, 
and putting his hand on Roodspere' s shoulder, 
he moved with him to the ambulatory- door, 
where the jailers awaited the latter. 

" I will follow, sir, the instant I have locked 
the shrine I — These are not times to trust its 
treasures to the custody of men's reverence 
only !" said the prior. " And this man, too l" 
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he muttered, as Roodspere left the chapel 
with the Cardinal. '< Who now shall beliere 
in the rhapsodies of these new believen 
either ? Why, it is well ; I gmdge him not 
existence so dishonoured, so delivered over to 
remorse and shame ! It were a poor revenge 
compared, to calcine his fine limbs to glowing 
dust I And he damneth himself with these 
lies, an his faith be true! — And unless he 
lives, I cannot fasten the vidture on his 
heart, too ! Why this, I again say, is well ! 
I know not why it should sadden me thus : a 
star has descended from the skies into the 
abyss ! — What is that to me ? Why sags my 
heart so in its bosom ? — Did she not say it 
was thus with Hitter Sampson, and with her- 
self, when their hour of doom drew nigh ? — 
What should I fear? — What can be more 
silent than this silence V* 

He listened with profound and dreadful 
attention for an instant, gazing at the shrine, 
while a dank dew, like the sweat on a dead 
man's brows, gathered over his own. Sud- 
denly he started ! " Is she not singing — sing- 
ing like a caged bird?" he muttered, clam- 
mily. " And how is this ? — Doth the shrine 
ooze again? — Nay, 'tis but the glimmering 
shadow of the silver pillars on the purple and 
crimson in the marbles of the floor !-*! must 
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contend with these phantasies — they fool me 
too much!— Oh! when the dead themselves 
would abate of their tyranny, and rest, our 
foolish thoughts will not suffer it ! Why, there 
is nothing so very strange in it, after all! 
Yonder lies Richard II. He was murdered I 
Thomas of Woodstock, on whose dust I stand, 
was murdered ! Edmund of Langley was 
murdered, whose heart is in the shrine with 
her I The cardinal murdered Buckingham ! 
What is one murder more or less in such a 
Golgotha ? It was not very cruel either : I 
never heard her speak again I'' 

" Lord prior !" exclaimed a voice. " What 
is this you mutter of murders and fell deeds ?" 
It was Father Qislebert, who had stood for 
some moments gazing, in horrified surprise, 
at his pupil. 

" Now, as ever, playing the espial upon 
me! Have I not told you, old man, my 
schoolboy days are over?" exclaimed Sane- 
graal, with sudden ferocity both of look and 
tones. 

"I have hasty business with you, lord 
prior !" returned the old man. 

"Is it again to remonstrate against my 
bringing this criminal to his justice ?" inter* 
rupted Sancgraal, with stern impatience. " If 
so, come with me to the Chapter-house, and 
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see an end put to your plaints at once and for 
ever!" 

** Let me then warn ye, once and for ever, 
at what peril you proceed ! I am resolved to 
prevent a madness so destructive — and I have 
sent the king such word of what ye purpose, 
that hourly I expect he will be here, in perron, 
to adjudicate in the cause !*' returned Father 
Qislebert. Sancgraal stared at him in utter 
amazement. 

*' See ye not — as I did — that your disobe- 
dience would else defeat the object for which 
I have toiled, on your behalf, so many years ? 
Dost thou think the king is not sufl&ciently 
exasperate against you for your defeat of his 
divorce, but you must give a reasonable pre- 
tence for his wrath, in so audacious an act of 
defiance?'* resumed Gislebert. "No, son!— - 
ye may now be better employed than in 
bringing this man to a justice you are not 
appointed to inflict ! I have this moment 
closed a pair of eyes wearied of a changing 
world ; and the soul of Abbot I slip has de- 
parted to eternal peace !" 

" Requiescat P* said Sancgraal, after a brief 
pause. " Well, old men cannot live for ever, 
and we must not intromit of our duties in our 
sorrows ! We shall have time' enough to 
mourn ; and we have little, if your news be 
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true, to judge ! Keep them a secret but an 
hour, dear father! — My election is assured 
and the king^s word is plighted to my suc- 
cession, whatever betide !' 

" Tarry, Sancgraal ! — for an instant — ^may- 
hap for the last time — listen to me !" resumed 
the treasurer, with extraordinary agitation. 
*• Hear me, for I must at length speak out ! — 
For thine own souFs sake, and for mine — ^if 
the taint of mortal sin be upon it — stretch not 
forth thy hand to the crozier of St. Wulfin, 
lest vengeance descend, and blast thee before 
men's eyes !" 

" What mean you V* returned Sancgraal, 
with a shudder, but with defiance and scorn in 
his utterance. 

** Hearken !'* replied Gislebert, his palsied 
head shaking frightfully. "I have sought 
every house in the Sanctuary — ^have caused 
diligent search to be made on all sides, abroad 
and at home — I have questioned, prayed, 
fasted, essayed all means — to set my mind at 
rest regarding the fate of the chorister, Dan 
Gloria ! But nowhere can I find him or learn 
of his tidings !" 

"What of that?" 

** I have remembered since that the shadow 
which glided in with you, on the day of the 
interdict, was his ! I saw the gleam of the 
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scarlet in his robe ! — What hast thou done 
nvith him ? Again, I say, if a mortal sin be 
upon thy soul, stretch not thy hand to the 
sceptre of saints !" 

'* Dotard ! dost thou deem it will paralyse 
like thine own coward sinews, when thou didst 
betray the liberties of the church before a lay 
tribunal?'* returned Sancgraal, furious as a 
wild animal teased to rouse itself in its den. 

" Ungrateful wretch ! — it was my knowledge 
that thy guilt placed me there — ^not fear of any 
human chastisement ! — that disarmed my spirit 
of its courage, and brought this quivering 
infirmity in judgment on me !" returned 
Gislebert. 

" It is false ! — thou makest favour with the 
court, and layest false accusations against me, 
because thou wouldst thyself inherit the 
abbacy ! — wouldst cheat me of that also, after 
conspiring with my cruel stepmother to make 
me a miserable monk, and depriving me of 
my birthrights !'* retorted the prior. " But 
rest assured, in turn, the brethren will not 
elect to such mastery so tyrannous a ruler as 
ever, unto all, thou hast shown thyself!" 

" Is it false ? — Whose robe was it then I 
found left in Hunne's dungeon ? I know the 
tale thou tellest thereupon ! — and Heaven 
grant it may be a true one ! — Yea, and thou 
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hast been, if not, in expiation, to the Holy 
Sepulchre ! — I believed the story once : but 
if thou hast destroyed this unhappy woman — 
for alas I thou seest I was never deceived 
in the truth of who the Italian, with the visage 
of Hunne's wife, truly was! — ^If thou hast 
done this deed of ruthless murther, which I 
fear, bring not down the lightnings upon us 
all, by daring to assume the dalmatica of 
St. Peter T' 

'* QOf and whatsoever they may be, repent 
thou of my offences !— -For thou alone art 
guilty of them that made me, against nature, 
and my own heart and will, a monk of West- 
minster ! — a deformed monk that should have 
been a stately baron and a knight !*' returned 
Sancgraal, with inexpressible bitterness. 

'* Be no longer deceived, Sanegraal ! — yet I 
refuse not, and cannot, my share in thy just 
chastisement ! — ^Hadst thou inherited the Lord - 
Bigod's estates and rank, thou hadst wronged 
a lawfuUer heir 1" returned Gislebert, with a 
strong effort. ''Ask me not to dishonour 
thine unhappy mother's memory with the> 
tale ! — But, know, it was not the remorse and 
terror of the offence merely— though that were 
infinite 1 — ^brought her hither, to perish at the 
feet of St. Edward ! — ^It was necessary to im- 
pute to fatigue and suffering, thine untimely 
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birth— and the plea was too scxrowfiilly veri- 
fied to admit of doubt! — ^Bat tell me, thou 
pitiless man! — ^who bat a father would have 
borne for thee what I have borne ? The life- 
long impntation of a fearful crime ! — all the 
sufferings thy mad career has inflicted !— the 
ceaseless toil that covered the traces of thy 
crimes, and mocked detection on their hideous 
prints ? — All in the vain hope that at length 
thou wouldst have mercy, if not on me, upon 
thyself ! — repent, and yet redeem the dreadful 
past by a reversal of its deeds !" 

*' What, and dost thou even deprive me of 
the apology of my wrongs ! — of the glorious 
blood that I dreamed foamed in these narrow 
channels of the cloister, fitly, over restraint ?'* 
exclaimed the prior. *' But it is false ; it is 
false ! Thou art coUeagued with the dead 
usurper whom my malediction withered, to 
defame my mother's chaste memory ! — But be 
it how it may, she was a Bohun and a Planta- 
genet ! — I disavow thy pretended share in me, 
wretched vassal, monk! — My name is Liulph 
Bohun at least ! — Do thy worst against me ! — 
I defy and spit upon it I*' 

So saying, Prior Sancgraal left the Chapel 
of the Kings by one of the altar doors ; and 
was hurriedly descending its steps when he 
perceived the north gate thrown widely open. 
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and a party, apparently of hunters, in suits of 
Lincoln green, attended by a considerable 
number of yeomen, armed with crossbows, 
came trampling, with their spurs jingling on 
the pavement, into the church. At first, in 
his agitation, he took no notice of the circum- 
stance, or imagined they were persons who 
came to join in devotions before their day's 
sport. But a stentorian voice suddenly 
shouted his name — and, startling round, the 
prior recognised King Henry VIII I 
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CHAPTER XXXVnL 
THE CHAPTER-HOUSE 07 WESTMIN8TBR, 

*' So, my Lord Prior ! m little looked as 
longed for-^-ha?" was Henry's exdaraatkniy 
as he tossed a hawk on his wrist on that of 
the Duke of Suffolk. *' What I ye are surely 
too proud of your late great Tictory, ye of the 
Benedictine order, to brave our commands so 
openly. — So we have taken the advantage of 
a long hunting bout to the southward to come 
and see them in person enforced !— What is ado 
among ye, forsootb, to-day ?" 

•* Yonder comes one, my liege, will tell us 
with fewer roundabouts I'' said the Duke of 
Suffolk, and Almoner Benson made his ap- 
pearance from the cloisters. 

" Truly, as Dan Eglamour brought word, 
my liege I — all is in readiness for the trial 
of Master Roodspere, in the Chapter-house !'* ' 
said Brother Quodvultdeus, who had apparently 
returned in the king's train to the abbey. 

"Lead thither! Stand not amazed. Lord 
Prior I I come to interrupt no justice, but to 
deal it with both hands to all deservers !" said 
the king, with a terrible frown at the amaaed 
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, superior. Sancgraal rallied, nevertheless, after 
the first shock was over. '* Will it not please 
your grace to begin by paying your reverence 
to St. Edward?*' he observed. 

*' In good faith, no ! Since ever kneeling 
at his shrine gives you monks no more grace 
than we hear of you. Neither will we give 
you time to get some cozening show arranged ! 
Lead on to the Chapter-house without a 
breath's delay !" 

Sancgraal complied with the imperious man- 
date. There was, in fact, no help for it — and 
the now numerous assembly in the Chapter- 
Jbouse of Westminster was struck with as 
much dismay as if a thunderbolt had sud- 
denly fallen among them, by the abrupt en« 
trance of the king and of his retinue. Nearly 
all the monks were present, from various 
motives of curiosity, and to enjoy the con- 
fusion of their once dreaded visitor. Wolsey 
occupied the abbot's throne, apparently as 
judge of the court, with his secretaries, Gar- 
diner and Cromwel, on either hand of him. 
The accused occupied a space formed by the 
junction of three tables in a triangle, having 
the Bible open before him, and seeming to 
await the commencement of the proceedings 
with perfect composure. The prisoner was, 
indeed, the only person present towhom thf 
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king's arriral appeared a matter of satiafae- 
tion, and a glow of hopeful expectation, or of 
some kindred feeling, lighted up his fine 
visage for an instant. But Henry's frown- 
ing stare, as he passed, effectually rehuked 
the sentiment, and conveyed to Roodspere, 
without words, a full assurance of the success 
of his enemies in rousing the king's most in- 
satiate and relentless passion against him. 
But the latter deigned to take little more 
-notice of the cardinal himself. He made no 
response to the kneeling homage either of 
Wolsey or of the whole assembly, as soon as 
the royal presence was recognised ; but brush- 
ing rudely by the prelate, he ascended the seat 
of judgment, and threw himself back in it, 
with a sigh of fatigue and wrath. 

"So, are ye all here? — I would not any 
man should have it to say that, contrary to 
justice and right, he is condemned unheard I" 
he exclaimed, glowering fiercely over tbe 
groups of dark and crouchant figures, bending 
like a wood of pine before the north blast* 
•* Sir monks, ye have given me rougher riding 
than any at the Battle of the Spurs, to be 
aforetime with ye I But I have little birds 
that whisper me of your doings, far and near* 
I am come now to keep my long-promised 
justice among ye, and manifest to the world 
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how falsely it is imputed to me, or mine, that 
we take part with heretics, or the like, auy 
more than we will endure the sedition and in- 
solences of such as call themselves, rather 
than us, Defenders of the True Faith, and 
would have the people and our lord the pope 
believe we are set on novelties and innova- 
tions, the better to hearten him against doing 
us right in our cause ! And now, monks, let 
us hear what ye have to allege in the urging 
of heresies against this man here — Raphael 
Roodspere, or Rodsbere, we wot not well 
what is his name, though we know the man, 
certes, of old accustomance I Who is your 
spokesman, or to speak in your tongue, your 
prolocutor ? Speak out these heresies, and as 
briefly as may be, for we have promised one, 
with whom we would keep faith, never to let 
two suns down without encounter with the 
same ! Though, by our head ! the chief 
power of the Lutherans is in the ill and dis- 
orderly lives led by the clergy before the 
people, whereof ye monks of Westminster, 
from all we hear, are the worst, spending your 
time and wealth in all manner of wickedness 
and abominations ! Marie ! if the chaste St. 
Edward knows as well as I do what passes 
among ye, it is no marvel he walks in unrest, 
as you would have it believed he doth ! — 



416 wJUTicnrsTSB abbet; ob^ 

though we are far misshot if ye make him not 
leave his cerements at your own pleasures, to 
infect the people with evil notions, as if of an 
unsettled time and government!" 

" Sir, I was named hy my hrethren to 
this office, and stand here to accuse Master 
Doctor Roods pere of having puhlicly and pri- 
vately preached and taught to the people, the 
opinions of the wicked and detestable heretic, 
Martin Luther, and others, condemned by the 
church, and contrary to its express inhibitions!" 
said Sancgraal, who had now regained all his 
wonted selfmastery and possession. 

"Well, be brief: to the charges without 
mouthing, man!'' 

" To begin then, sire ! Your highness hath 
doubtlessly examined and perused the libellus 
of heresies we formerly handed into your noble 
majesty, appealing from the Lord Cardinal's 
jurisdiction ?'' said Sancgraal, studiously paus~ 
ing and intently observing the king's counte- 
nance. It changed. "Tut, tut! — my lady 
marchioness would never suffer me to see it, 
saying it was a mere midden of your lies, y« 
monks! But stir it, howsoever it stinks* 
Lord Prior ! We are here to do evenhanded 
justice, despite all recommending to the con- 
trary !" 

Sancgraal speedily showed that it was not 
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for want of other preparation he refreshed the 
king's memory with the demand relating to his 
former accusation. He produced a long parch* 
ment, signed by the canons and other principal 
brethren of Westminster. " Here are ou' 
articles and allegations — whereon we will pro- 
duce proof which shall silence all cavilling 
even of this man's most loving and obstinate 
abettors!" resumed he ; and receiving an im- 
patient signal from Henry, he proceeded to 
read the charges in the most strenuous tones 
of his powerful voice. 

No English Reformer had lever as yet beeti . 
tailed upon, in his single person, to answer 
ISO many accumulated forms of accusation. As 
yet, the battle was a desultory conflict over a 
wide plain, where a thousand separate posi- 
tions were assaulted and maintained. But 
the advanced maturity of his opinions, or 
the malice of his enemies seemed of a sudden 
to have concentrated all the scattered ele- 
ments of hostility against Roodspere, and 
to rage around him as around the Hougou- 
mont of the great physical contest. And, as 
according to the maxim of the canon law, 
and the codes founded upon its principles, 
the criminal is his own best accuser, Rood- 
spere was called upon to answer, at once, and 
in the series assigned by his prosecutor, to the 
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charges brought against him. And now even 
the craity cardinal and his fellow-plotters, who 
imagined they had gained him over to their 
purposes^ grew alarmed and astonished at the 
imdiuchittg candour with which he admitted a 
succession of accusations, inToWing nearly all 
of them some perilous dogma, whose impogn- 
ittg was maniiiest heresy. But Henry's soi- 
prtse gradually heightened into amasement, 
and his eyebrows arched upwards until they 
almost shitted, like the building around, from 
the Roman semicircle into the pointed Gothic 1 
And not only his astonishment, but evident 
Testation and perplexity, increased with everj 
word, and though he fell readily into Suffolk's 
whispered suggestion, that these admissiona 
were preliminary to a humble recantation and 
imploral of his grace*s mercy, the explanatioa 
appeared in no wise to content him. 

The charges and responses proceeded on thus 
smoothly tor some time. Roodspere admitted 
that while a student at Cambridge, he had been 
a pupil, consorter, and earnest admirer of 
Biluey. He denied not that the chief persona 
of his ao^uaintance in that UniTersitj were 
under suspicion of ^Touring the new doctrines, 
and that he had himself been twice pablidj 
reprimanded by the master of Jesus, for preach- 
ing against monachisffl, and aaaerting that the 
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monks were a set of drones and wasps, who 
lived upon the honey of the people, and 
starved their souls of spiritual food ; also 
likening them unto the plague of frogs under 
Pharoah in Egypt. With a smile that would 
have been contemptuous but for its predomi- 
nant expression of melancholy resolve, he 
allowed he had frequently declared he did not 
consider Luther a damnable and detestable 
heretic, or believe that he was engaged in a 
conspiracy to overthrow all the kingdoms of 
the earth, after the plan of the rebellious 
peasants of Germany, calling themselves Ana- 
baptists, who desired to make all things in 
common. He admitted, without hesitation, he 
had avouched, in contradiction to an observation 
of Father Nicholas of Cologne, in full school, 
that Martin was deeply learned both in the 
letter and spirit of the gospel. He admitted 
he had read all the Latin books published by 
the heresiarch, and as many of those of his 
companions and disciples as he could obtain. 
The promotor then challenged him to deny 
that he had written certain annotations on, and 
in, the book, entitled De Captivate Baby loniea^ 
which the king's majesty's inspired wisdom 
had so utterly refuted — handing a copy of 
the work over to the prisoner. 
•''As full of damnable errors as an egg of 
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meat I" exclaimed the royal theologian, testily. 
''But I came not hither to hear mine own 
praises painted forth on such otherwise ill- 
limnings as I know ye monks make of me to 
the people!*' 

Roodspere immediately recognised one of 
the hooks which he had left in his chamber on 
his flight ; hut he knew he had penned no 
annotations on so forhidden a text, and accord* 
ingly he denied that those with which the 
margins of the copy in question were scored, 
were of his writing. 

** Nay, you employed those whom yon 
would corrupt on such services! — ^Your Dan 
Eglamour will prove, if need be, he wrote 
these comments on your dictation !" said 
Sancgraal. 

"I am sorry for him an he doth! But 
surely it is not so, brother ?" said Roodspere, 
turning to the young monk, who instantly 
burst into tears, but made no reply. 

•* Give me the book !" said Henry, snatching 
it with the sudden claw of a lion. " My lady 
marchioness will believe, belike, what she shall 
see r* 

" On superior license, sir, it were lawful 
to read and annotate on these heretical works — 
or how should they be refuted?" Wolsey now 
for the first time ventured timidly to remark. 
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He had seated himself, with great lowliness, 
at the foot of Henry's dais. 

" How ! and to preach all manner of sedi- 
tion and heresy under the guise ! — moreover 
jeering at us and our reasonings at every 
turn, and quoting Martin's grossest insolence 
against us ! For which, if Frederick of Saxony 
were a true prince, he would break him alive 
on the wheel ! — Say ye so, Cardinal ? But 
we hear, indeed, ye also do now make a show 
to appeal to the people from us !" said 
Henry, in so terrible and severe a tone that 
the cardinal held his peace for a long time 
after. 

The promoter resumed his charges. He 
declared that the accused was in the constant 
habit of deriding, and scoffing at the mira- 
cles of the saints, saying they were all 
either foolish tales, invented to amuse the 
gaping multitude, or false inventions, crafts, 
and deceptions of the devil, to dazzle the won- 
der of the commonalty, and induce them into 
a pagan pantheism like unto the worship of 
the ancient terrestrial gods and demons ! That 
he maintained that, in their customary honour 
and adoration, we give to the creature what is 
due only to the Creator, and do what in us 
lies to deprive the miracles of our Lord and 
of the prophets aforetime, of their rightful cre- 
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dibility and veneration ! That he had eTinced 
these opinions by jesting and despising at their 
holy founder, St. Edward, marrelling that men 
should be deified for putting stone on mortar, 
and calling him a bad son, husband, and king ! 
And by two distinct acts of wanton and out- 
rageous sacrilege, in casting down a atatne of 
our Lady from her altar, and tearing in pieces 
the hallowed veil of St. Veronica which she 
wore. 

To this charge the accused replied by ad- 
mitting that he had no respect for the character 
or actions of St. Edward ; and that when he 
came to his defence he would explain the 
circumstances of the alleged sacrilege. 

The prior resumed his charges by asserting 
that the accused denied the efficacy of pil- 
grimages, even to the Holy Shrine ! — That he 
professed to hold the church's doctrine of 
confession, penance, and absolution, to be but 
an invention of priests, to the increasing of 
their own power, dominion, and profit. That 
no penance of the body can purge the soul of 
its guilt ; that holy confession is an obscene 
prying into the secrets of the human soul ; 
and absolution, pronounced by human lips, a 
delusion and a fraud ! 

Roodspere replied, with a glance that, steeled 
»« he was, shook the prior's soul within, by 



THE DATS OP THE BEPOBMATION. 433 

demanding to know what proof he could 
adduce on these charges ? But Friar Gildas 
came to the rescue, bawling out. " Yea, sir, 
concerning the pilgrimages — ye wot well ye 
forbade Mugworth's wife, poor woman that 
was — ay, and a goodly one as ever buckled on 
shoeleather — to go on a pilgrimage to Wil- 
lesden, through the green fields, to our Lady's 
chapel there — saying it was fitter, forsooth, 
she should obey her husband than her spiritual 
director I" 

" Peace, knave ! — we are not cockfighting 
now !" said Henry, imperiously. " I doubt 
not, in this. Master Roodspere had some 
reason, an thou wert the spiritual man ad- 
vising—for, certes, thou art hugeously more 
of the flesh!" 

** Our chief testimony in this matter — as 
plainly, by the boldness of the challenge, your 
grace may discern — ^hath been, I confess, 
craftily spirited away and withdrawn, by 
Master Doctor himself I — a corrupt Italian, 
whom he made his constant favourite and 
companion — for what good reason, I know 
not," said Sancgraal. 

" I will speak of that anon also ! — ^Mean- 
while I deny not these charges as they stand— 
and methinks when I tell my tale I shall show 
cause enough why I liked not of these mortal 
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confessionings and absolutions !" replied Rood-' 
spere. 

"That he repugneth the authority of the 
church, and of her most approved doctors, a 
multitude can witness who have attended his 
lectures in the cloisters," resumed the pro- 
moter, unfalteringly. " He asserts, indeed, 
that the Scriptures only, and men's con- 
sciences, are of authority ! — And he gain- 
says the decrees of the church against the 
vulgar perusal of the Holy Scripture, averring 
that all men have a right to read, and form 
their own judgment, on all matters of faith* ! — - 
Saying that the most ignorant of the people 
are as competent to pronounce on the same, as 
the noblest doctors — even as light, to the eyes 
of simple and wise, is alike light !^ Your grace's 
own royal person can witness that, in a solemn 
presence, he denied the power of the keys, and 
the supremacy of our father the pope I" 

Henry frowned ; but it was perhaps doubt- 
ful whether his indignation was directed on 
the accused, or the accuser, in this instance. 
He looked at neither. 

'* I confess this article, wholly, and without 
exception of a word! — And, if I live not to 
see the day, still I hope some present will, • 
when it shall be held the only doctrine I" said 
Roodspere, with warmth. 
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' " A pretty hodgepodge ye would make of all 
doctrine, in time, then, Master Roodspere !— • 
We shall have as many religions as there be 
men of fantastic musings in the land ! — And 
for the pope — for a Jiving body to be without 
a head I— man, it were a prodigy !" exclaimed 
the king. 

"Your grace is head of the temporalty — 
what hinders but that you should aho be head 
of the spiritualty, of your realm !" returned ; 
the reformer. 

^' Tut, tut, I am no priest. Master Doctor I 
— I have not the gift, which also, I fear 
me, fails the most in you, to pretend to 
such ministration !" returned the king, with 
a resumption of irefulness in his whole 
manner. 

The prior proceeded in his accumulating 
charges. He averred that Roodspere had fre- 
quently, and before numerous companies, 
impugned the doctrine of purgatory, by affirm- 
ing that the prayers and penances of pious 
men were of no service in obtaining remission 
for the sins of others. That he had affirmed 
the wealth of their own monastery would be 
much better bestowed in founding a goodly 
college for the diffusion of the New Learning, 
which the promoter characterised as the very 
wings and claws of Luther's apostaey ! On 
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one occasion he had attempted to conyince 
the treasurer of the Abbey that a certain peni- 
tential exercise he was accustomed to make, 
on behalf of a deceased lady, his patroness, 
was utterly in vain ! He had parposely ab- 
sented himself from the great mass on the 
anniversary of their late most noble prince and 
benefactor, King Henry VII., asserting that 
prayers and oblations were of no advantage 
to the dead ! And so, by consequence, that 
houses of religion were altogether founded in 
error, and that the saints departed have no 
power to aid us ! That he constantly affirmed 
the life monastic was in nowise a preparation, 
or porch, unto eternal salvation and happiness, 
but an unnatural and absurd condition of bond- 
age and misery] That faith in Christ was 
the only means of salvation, and the good works 
of men thereto of no avail, being but its 
necessary fruit and harvest, as ye gather figs 
and grapes from the figtree and the vine ! And 
that in consequence of the open preaching of 
these doctrines, he had corrupted many to 
desire to leave the habit and rule of their order, 
and divers novices to refuse to take upon them 
its obligations. 

Roodspere admitted this article without com- 
ment. 

The promoter continued, but without lay- 
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ing SO much stress as Roodspere at fir^t thought 
he would have done, by urging against him 
that he denied celibacy was necessary to be 
observed by the priesthood, or enjoined by 
any lawful authority, thereby repudiating all 
the canonical decrees and regulations of the 
church on the subject. Also, for the eschew- 
ing of temptations and scandal, that he had 
asserted it would be well if at least all those 
abroad in the world should marry ; especially 
those subject to the society of women, know- 
ing, hy his own experience, how full of ve- 
nomous danger such frequentation was ! Henry 
gave a frown like night ; but the accused can- 
didly and calmly admitted the charge, giving 
a calm smile when Sancgraal added he had 
found the doctrine in Luther's book, ** De 
Christiana Vita," inasmuch as the copy he 
possessed flew open, of its own accord, at the 
chapter denying the necessity and holiness of 
the celibiacal life ! 

But all these accusations appeared to lose 
their proportions, and shrink into slight di- 
mensions, in comparison with the charge which 
the promoter now brought forward as the 
crown and summit of all. He asserted that 
the accused was tainted with heresy in the 
supreme mystery of the altar — that he denied 
the Real Presence in the Sacrament ! Rood- 
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spere had never been so desperate , or ima- 
gined the times so ripe, as openly to assert, 
among his enemies, his disbelief in the dogma 
of transubstantiation. But the subtle prior 
declared that he could prove his charge, by 
inference, inasmuch as the accused had always 
in his demeanour manifested that he con- 
sidered no adoration due to the blessed ele- 
ments, neither before nor after consecration, 
which, if he admitted the Deity to be present 
in them he could not have refused. At the 
elevation, it had always been observed, he 
continued upright, and never, on any occasion, 
bent his stubborn knees in acknowledgment 
of the divine presence! The Cardinal him- 
self, with all his anxiety to behold heretical 
doctrines brought home to the chaplain of 
Anne Boleyn, shuddered and crossed himself 
at what he probably esteemed so surpassing 
and blasphemous an imputation. He even 
perceptibly shook his head, and gazed with 
warning emphasis at the accused. But to the 
surprise of the promoter himself, the startled 
horror of the king, and the evident conster- 
nation of Wolsey, Roodspere how, in plain 
and direct terms, acknowledged that he refused 
and denied the popish doctrine of transubstan- 
tiation, and could and would, if allowed the 
time, refute it, by authority of the Scripture 
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— whose decision only he received for full and 
conclusive in the question I 

** Softly, Master Doctor I" Wolsey could 
not help exclainiing, *' You plunge your 
pitcher in too deeply, surely ; and can but 
bring up sandand stones for your own drink !" 

** What needs, my gracious liege, after this 
confession, that I should urge further proof 
against this man ? His own tongue is as a 
bare-edged sword of judgment against him !" 
said Sancgraal, dubiously ; himself astonished 
at the easiness of his own victory. 

•* It is a two-edged sword of judgment, lord 
prior, if I may be allowed to speak in mine' 
own behalf!" said Roodspere, with a sedate 
menace in his tones that struck even the bold 
and relentless accuser with an internal mis- 
giving and dismay. 

" He may recant his errors ! — doubtless 
purposes so ; and the greater the sinner, your- 
self know, my lord prior, the greater the 
saint !" Cromwel ventured to observe ; and 
the king nodded, snapped his fingers, and gave 
a short, stern laugh, as if not displeased with 
the insinuation. " Dan prior, have ye done ?'* 
he then inquired, 

" Nay, sir ; for as the tree is known by the 
fruit, I would let your grace more clearly un- 
derstand, by this man's deeds, his doctrines, 
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and how fully by these is proved that their 
pretended new alleged liberty of the gospel is 
bat an unbounded license to wantonness, and 
infinite depravity in the indulgence of every 
passion of evil !" resumed Sancgraal, with a 
rekindling of the most deadly malice in his 
turbid looks. " And first, as to his altogether 
amazing and wonderful, though most secret 
and hyprocritical licentiousness in the regard 
of women ! But that so many of his co- 
revellers perished, by the just judgment of 
God, in the late plague — such as my sometime 
brother, as I must grievingly remember he 
was, the Lord Bigod ! — such as the Italian he 
. hath stolen away, whom for his rare sensual 
gifts he made the chosen companion of his 
disports and debaucheries. — I could relate of 
his doings in the Sanctuary what would make 
the blood spurt from Christian ears to hear ! 
Nay, truly, the most inordinate luxury of 
Roman or Assyrian record, surely never 
equalled what can be proven on this man!— 
for even pagans and devil-worshippers held 
the dedicated vestals of their gods sacred! 
Edgar, who built our abbey first, to ex- 
piate his offence, robbed the altars only of 
one nun! But this man-this priest-this 

colTrT"" '""'^ ^^^^^^"«^ incubus l-first 
corrupted to h.s vile .ill the miserable woman 
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with wkom be was detected of late — once 
prioress of Clerkenwell, and worthily there- 
fore by us, though in too gentle a secrecy, 
perchance, discharged from that office ! — A 
woman already of ill renown, I grant ! — But 
not satisfied with this turpitude, be also abused 
of the sacred power and solitude of the confes- 
sional, to win to his shameful lusts an orphan 
girl, of noble and knightly parentage I —more- 
over, a ward under your grace's protection in 
your Court of Chancery ! — and who, not 
many weeks agone, to all our infinite scan- 
dal, gave birth to a prodigy which, praised 
be all the saints, who doubtless interposed ! — 
perished as it drew the breath of its unhal- 
lowed existence." 

During this diatribe Henry's visage had 
gradually darkened deeper and deeper, until 
a thundercloud, fraught with destruction, ap- 
peared to rest on bis brows. " And did my 
lady marchioness never let mine ears rest, 
pleading for this man I But noscitur a sociw, 
is for once a lying proverb I Fie, what a mon- 
strous fellow is this, that bath an appetite 
like the great sea's, to devour all that xnar^ns 
it !" 

•' But, gracious prince I of all this charge 1 
am as innocent as that svreet bud of p^^^ >» 
if it be true their belUah breath has blaate 
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it !'* said Roodsperp, for the fint time tkiongli- 
out the exauaQation, roused to a displaj of 
emotion, ar.d of the most Tebemect kind. 
*' And fonsmueh as I hare confessed, without 
blench::: £:• what consiiins men, in the least 
anicle :bewof. to the dames, I demand of yoa 
to belieTe in mj denial of this in£imy now — 
whi.-b« with my whole soul, and calling Him 
above to witness to it.t traih« I do T* 

*'At, Te know wherefore je would hare 
me think >e cannot oflend in this sort, mir 
clerk !*' replied Henrr. wiJi a fetocioas 
smile. 

*' XiT« sir. since he denies it« testimonj is 
at hani !" said Sancgnal. ohserri:::^, wish 
is::er eaLul;ji::?n the powerful efiec: of this 
corTT?s:Te on the passions of :he jealous Henrr. 
He then turned, and in an equable tene desired 
Walter WesL-vk to briu^ in the nuns el Clerk- 
enwel!. The sacri^tui redied, and a loll* as 
in the tuzrul; of a stone, eusuec. ludeed, 
not a word w:is uttered — scarcely a breath 
andiblv drawn throoshoct the nuaeroos as- 
seccbliiTf. until on a sudden a T^fce pesecxaied 
into the chaniber : and. strac^Ij enough, the 
vo:ce of a woEiaa sin^ird:. or rather chaantin^ 
in swe^rc. unwiTirin^. and yet stran^Iy aad 
terriblj uncousci.^as and wandering tones^ tbs 
verses of the dismal Dus Irut I Kccc;sf<R*s 
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heart quickened with an eager yet dreadful ex- 
pectation. He recognised those pellucid notes ; 
but the manner of their utterance ! — His very 
soul seemed to faint and dissoljre away withia 
him as he listened to the unnatural music ! — the 
fearfully regular and unintermitted strain that 
heralded the entrance of an apparition more 
dreadful in his sight than the visible incar- 
nation of every form of imaginative terror! 
It was Lily-Virgin, colourless as the lighted 
penitential taper she bore in her hand, in the 
sunshine — dressed in a robe of coarse, black 
serge — ^attenuated almost to the snowy spi- 
ritual essence which shone through the thin 
covering of her fine clay, like light through 
transparent alabaster ! But in her eyes shone 
a strange and dreadful lustre, because so un- 
meaningly indeterminate, and yet burningly 
fixed in the open air — meteors of madness ! 
Roodspere did not doubt for an instant that 
the mind of his beloved was utterly wandered 
— perhaps for ever gone — when he saw the 
expression with which she encountered his 
impassioned and woful gaze. She shrunk 
fearfully back — ceased in her chaunt — ^and but 
that Prioress Barbara drew her rigidly on, she 
might very possibly have fled back the way 
she came. Finding this could not be, she 
gave a low, giggling laugh, and stepped for- 

VOL. III. '^ P 
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devils came and took it away, for it belonged 
to them V* 

"They have maddened her with thenr 
superstitions, sire !-^«nd marvels any man here 
that I take up my witnessing, before all men, 
against them and their deeds ?" said Roodspere, 
with frenzied vehemence. "But, sire, tbis 
human fiend, mine accuser, hath herein most 
monstrously belied us both I This hapless lady 
is my wedded wife, and I am her husband, by 
the espousals of an ordained priest of the 
church, in the sight of God and man !'' 

" A priest and married I — married to a nun I 
Why, man, art tkou gone frantic too?'* 
shouled Henry, wh^, at this period, was dis- 
posed to regard the fact as more heinous than 
the seduction of which Roodspere was accused. 

" I am her husband ! — she is my wife ! — 
I call upon thee, my Lily, to deny the unchaste 
and unhallowed crime they lay to my charge, 
and avouch me such before all this audience !" 
reiterated Roodspere, in the most moving 
accents of love and entreaty. 

^' Answer ' yea,' daughter, and send him to 
the flames he has deserved !" exclaimed Bar- 
bara. 

"No, no, no!— we are not wedded ! — He 
shall not be burned, lord prior I — He is my 
father's son ! — How could I have wedded with 
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bim ?" returned Lily- Virgin, in evident and 
ghastly bewilderment. 

*' Come, sirs, we have had enough of this ! 
Why keep ye not your lunatics in their cells 
at home, good women ? I trow, Master Rood- 
spere, this a work wherein even my lady mar- 
chioness, who is ever your stout friend, will 
not cry, * Well done V " said Henry, turning 
his wrathful and indignant visage on the 
accused. 

'* I pray your grace, nevertheless, to let 
this gentle victim remain, and to give me 
your hearing for a brief space, while Z declare 
the truth, and the whole truth, in this unnatu- 
ral tragedy ! — after which it shall be as fully 
in your option as now to silence me for ever 
on earth !" said Roodspere, and after a sullen 
pause of reflection, the imperious judge nodded. 
But Sancgraal interposed with warmth. 

'* I trust, my good liege !" he exclaimed, 
"you will not suffer this self-condemned crimi- 
nal to poison men's ears with calumnies against 
us, who would, like the dying snake, leave his 
sting in the foot that crushes him !" 

" Why, there are none present but ourselves 
— and I have given a firm promise to hear 
whatever this man can allege in his behalf]" 
said Henry, with a grim smile. ." Speak on, 
master visitor ! — we know there are two sides 

2 P 2 ^ 
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to every question, and no man shall interrupC 
you, giving us your version of the tale !'* 

To repeat what Roodspere now stated would 
be in reality to retrace the whole narrative of 
his discoveries and adventures in Westminster 
Abbey, which we have already detailed with 
every exactitude of particulars. He com- 
menced from the moment of his arrival in it, 
and from the first suspicions of Dan Gloria's 
real personality infused in him by Cromwel, 
and which that worthy boldly and openly con- 
firmed. He related the story of his intercourse 
with her, without disguise, for the occasion 
neither allowed nor required softening or var- 
nishing in the revelations rendered imperative. 
The story was necessarily intermingled with 
that of his love for Lily-Virgin, and with the 
catastrophe of Anne and Percy's, dwelling at 
little as he possibly could on the latter circum- 
stance. He told the whole legend of Dan 
Gloria's rescue of him — her confession that 
she was the wife of Hunne — and the cir- 
cumstances under which they parted, and he 
declared, without circumlocution, his firm and 
unalterable persuasion that the prior had mur- 
dered her, and concealed the body! The 
amazement of the audience rose with every 
word ; exclamations of horror, astonishment, 
and incredulity — mingled with the groans of 
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Father Gislebert, who had now joined the 
audience-— were the fitting accompaniments of 
Roodspere's dreadful revelations. Sancgraal 
was the only person in the auditory who 
uttered no expression of contradiction, surprise, 
or indignation. He continued perfectly silent, 
and apparently unconcerned, until the close 
of the whole narrative. 

*• My liege," he then observed with remark- 
able calmness, " you may now well perceive 
for what cause mine enemies, and the enemies 
of the entire church, have spirited this young 
man so fairly out of sight ! — that they might 
affirm these monstrous calumnies without fear 
of refutation 1" 

" I know not that the • young man' is 
placed so utterly out of sight, if his grace will 
give me leave and means to produce him, my 
lord priori" said Cromwel, suddenly, and 
turning with extreme eagerness to the king. 

''If ye need force, master secretary, take 
what number of yeomen may content ye I" 
replied Henry. 

" Sire, I shall need only some half-dozen 
masons, with their picks, to break into the 
marble below Si. Edward's coffia I" said Crom* 
wel. *' It was from thence I beheld the red 
sweat of murder ooze !" 

''In very faith,*' exclaimed Almoner Benson, 
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'* and it was thence I heard the shriek that 
made mine hair bristle, encountering with my 
lord prior coming from the shrine, on the day 
master prsecontor disappeared !-*Ay, and the 
idiot boy of the Gatehouse hath declared to 
me since, that the same devil that strangled 
Hunne, came and took Dan Gloria thence !" 

Sancgraal's countenance became lurid and 
livid with the succession of dreadful ideas 
that passed through his mind. " Sir ! this is 
the very madness of calumny, from which it 
should behove an equitable judge to protect 
those who seek justice at his hand !'• he ex-^ 
claimed. ''All men know that the chamber 
on which St. Edward's coffin is raised — is of 
solid masonry !" 

"Why call ye it a chamber then?" said 
Cromwel. 

** Nay, Prior Sancgraal, nay ! — as, by the 
privilege of your office, well ye wot— the 
feretory is hollow, and used as a treasure 
chamber, in seasons of danger !'' said Gislebert, 
and his words were rather groans than words, 
seemed forced by some overruling power from 
his unwilling lips. 

** A treasure-chamber ! — where are the keys 
of your strong-box then, master treasurer?" 
said Cromwel, eagerly. 

** The prior of right hath them in his cus- 
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tody— and so hath now !" returned the old 
man, gaspingly. 

** Surrender them^ monk, or he adjudged 
guilty of this charge I" said Henry, in his 
most thundering tones. 

"Am I guilty of these monstrous dreams 
hecause an old man is— old !^-and his dotage 
—or rather his politic craft — is set against me 
— our father ahhot heing but just dead, and 
he purposing to make himself successor in my 
stead ! — to whom my brethren and your grace 
have assured the election!" returned Sanc- 
graal, in staggering accents. 

*• Old Islip gone ! — ^in faith, if it prove 
thou hast such a treasure in thy secret strong- 
box-— were I of his grace's counsel, I would 
have no more abbots of Westminster, to 
beard me in mine own palace royal I" said 
Cromwel. 

•* Thou art a bold counsellor, friend! — Yet, 
mahap, a wise one !" exclaimed the king with 
a stem smile, and turning to the prior, he 
continued, " Well, my good lord abbot-elect I 
what is your reply? Will ye yield these 
keys I— Ay, or no ?" 

** There are none — therefore none can I 
yield ! — ^Where are the witnesses ? Calumny, 
calumny, my liege, that spares not even the 
king on his throne I— Produce your evidence^ 
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Master Roodspere ! Women are great bab- 
lers ! Let her speak, if it be true ! And as for 
her husband, Hunne ! All men knew that 
he slew himself, through dread of the fiend, 
that promised him eternal flames unless he 
retracted his accusations and heresies, and 
received his wife kindly home again !" 

'* Hunne ! Will this tailor's ghost never cease 
to haunt us?" said Wolsey, interposing though 
with evident trepidation — well justified by the 
explosion of wrath his mediation provoked 
from the king. 

" No, nor ever shall till it hath witnessed 
the fall of the mountain of corruption that 
hath spawned ye all!" shouted the monarch. 
** My lord prior ! — I give ye until I have closed 
my judgment on him who runs this neck- 
and-neck race in villanies and accusations with 
thee, to muse on a reply ! But either with 
Master Cromwel's pick, or your hidden keys, 
the shrine of St. Edward shall give up its secrets 
to our eyes ere another sunset rims the sea !'* 

*' Well, sir, so be it !" said Sancgraal, after 
a profound pause, during which his mind 
appeared to steady itself even on the tremendous 
verge he had reached. '* Meanwhile, sire, I 
demand your judgment! Have I not proven 
mine allegations? Should not this man be 
adjudged to the pains of heresy ?" 
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** What say ye, my lord cardinal, who, 
erewhile but lately, did represent among us 
the infallible wisdom and powers of the supreme 
head of the church universal!** said Henry, 
turning with a renewal of all his vindictive 
irritation on the prelate. 

** Sire, I cannot pronounce sentence on my 
own blood — and this man is my son — I own it 
with shame and with remorse— -but my son he 
is !" said Wolsey ; and his further speech was 
cut short by a shriek that cleaved through the 
ears and hearts of all present, and Lily- Virgin, 
rending herself with an unexpected effort from 
the clutch of Prioress Barbara, flew like a 
gleam of light, over the chamber — and before 
any interference could be made, lay panting 
like a dying bird, clasped to her lover-husband's 
breast ! 

** Let me have way, let me way ! — He is 
the cardinaPs son — the cardinal saith so ! — 
and it was a devil that spoke through our 
Lady's lips and said he was Sir Amias Paulet's 
son, and Lily Roodspere's brother ! — Give me 
way I — We are wedded I — ^We are man and 
wife I — He is my husband ! — I am his wife !— 
Ye cannot part man and wife ! — Ye shall not 
murther him alone ! I am a heretic too ! — I 
left our Lady's service — despised her miraclea 
—for him ! I am Raphael Roodspere's wife, 
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the heretic nun ! — here is the ring that made 
us one !*' These were the words that hurst in 
articulate shrieks from the heart of the youth- 
ful victim of superstition — ^and with a frantic 
gesture she tore open her heautiful bosom, and 
took forth the ring of wedlock — ^long hidden 
there. 

" It is well, woman ! Heaven's vials of 
vengeance could not be exhaust without 
making you the means of his destruction ! — 
What need of further proof of heresy, sir 
king, since this priest and nun own themselves 
thus to yourself, a wedded pair?" shouted 
Sancgraal. 

'' Demon ! let thy malice for once stand 
foiled ! — From this instant, I, Cardinal Legate 
of the Holy See, pronounce them released from 
all religious vows and conditions to the con- 
trary, and confirm their marriage valid, lawful 
— ay, and blessed !" exclaimed Wolsey — 
anxious yet more in the utter ruin he saw im- 
pending over his monkish ally, to secure the 
adhesion of Roodspere. 

** Your grace forgets ! — You are no longer 
Cardinal Legate, and are under forfeiture for 
that unlawful assumption at all, within the 
realm !" replied Sancgraal. " Ay, and when 
the king's majesty knoweth, as he now shall 
from me, that your legateship, through me, 
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gaye sach adyioes to the queen as drove her 
on her appeal — mayhap he will not restore 
you to its privileges, even to make Mistress 
Anne's chaplain the hushand of his youngest, 
but not most beautiful paramour I — Fairest, I 
grant ye 1" 

*' Ah, wicked prior ! — ^if thou speakest of me 
—none was I ever to Master Roodspere, and 
none shall now ever be, despite all thy lying 
promises !" ejaculated a nun, who had remained 
a dismayed spectatress of the scene thus far-« 
and now advancing, and throwing herself on 
her knees before Henry, put back her hood, 
and revealed the debauch-swollen visage of the 
deposed prioress, Juliana! And in that attitude 
"-^yielding to the tide of indignation that now 
turned its changeable current in her depraved 
mind against the prior— *she openly avowed 
Roodspere's entire innocence of the imputation 
regarding his connexion with herself, and the 
treacherous plot into which Barbara and 
Sancgraal had induced her to enter, under the 
influence of certain intoxicating dnigs they gave 
her, and an old resentment against the accused 
for his virtuous disdain of overtures on her 
part! The king's countenance brightened 
singularly during this revelation; and, turn- 
ing to Roodspere, he exclaimed, ** Good sooth 
Master Doctor, this clears ye better than any- 
TOL. III. 2 a 
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thing y« can say in your own defence ; and, an 
thou liiake recantation of thy mad Lollardy, 
we will see thou art vexed no more in the 
matter, and will giye the cardinal his powers 
again for half-an-hour longer to knit your 
*oves in a lawful bond !** 

" Why, then indeed, in mercy. Thou hast 
done it, and removed this ' too vast tempta- 
tion from my human election !" said Rood- 
spere, in a low tone, almost a whisper, that 
yet seemed to have ascended audibly to the 
eternal footstool of the skies ! They looked at 
him, and saw that his eyes were slowly rising 
upward, as if following the ascent of some winged 
celestiality into its native realm — were fixed for 
an instant, while all their visual light disap- 
peared, as it were in a soar into infinitude, — 
and then his gaze reverted upon them with an 
evidently painful physical effort, and " My 
God be praised ! she is dead !" announced the 
dismal fact to the awe-stricken audience. They 
looked upon her, and there she lay, a broken 
Lily indeed I — lifeless, pallid, dead, in her 
husband's arms — and yet with a lustrous ex- 
pression of joy still beaming over her sweet, 
hushed features — the smile of love triumphant 
over death ! 

There was a considerable pause. ** Take 
this crashed pearl hence. Mother Barbara!" 
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ibey then heard Roodspere murmury ''It shrined 
a purer spirit I — and do her strewments as to the 
chastest though the most loving and beloved 
wife ever God's holiest sunshine streamed 
jaround, and grew the brighter for the environ- 
ing ! — Thou wert harsh to her, living, but I 
know that I can trust this last office to thy 
womanhood I — Nay, Sister Juliana, touch her 
not ! I forgive ; but that were profanation !'' 
A few drops, strained like gum from a de- 
cayed bark, would force their way to Barbara's 
withered cheeks, as she took the powerless 
form into her bony embrace. But there was 
not another dry eye in the whole assemblage, 
saving Rpodspere's and SancgraaFs ! Neither 
of these shed a tear. The young husband, 
not even when for the last time pressing his 
lips to those cold and marble ones, which 
could no longer return the fond pressure, and 
their mortal chill glided through all his veins !— - 
when, for the last time, fixing his gaze on 
tjhat beautiful countenance, now lapsed into 
the dread serenity of death, he replaced Lily- 
Yirgin's ring upon her finger, as if to confirm 
the eternal union of their loves, in defiance of 
the icy obstruction that had risen between 
them — ^last of so many ! Not even when ho 
covered those beloved features for ever from his 
gaze in her own dark robe, and the fair corpse 
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was borne forth in the arms of the nuns-^not 
even then did Roodspere weep! Tears are 
not made for griefs like these I He watched 
the last fluttering of her robe as it disappeared 
in the breezy sunshine of the opening portaii 
—seeming as if the wings of a dove yet lived 
around its dead form l^and then turned with an 
awful tranquillity to the king. '* Your grace 
demands of me a recantation of my opinions! 
Are any other articles objected against me, or 
may I now speak in my defence ?'* 

'* Why, man, for a widower of three minutes, 
methinks thou art soon enough back to thm 
World's cares I" said Henry, but also resuming 
his habitual suspicion and sternness of look. 
" Ay, speak for thyself, but, on my head I 
whatever my lady marchioness may say, un- 
less ye make full recantation, ye stand con- 
demned on as plain judgment as Martin Luther 
himself might be I" 

" Ay, sir, and must be — unless you would 
have it go forth to the world, and to the pope's 
holiness, even with your queen's appeal, that 
the Lady Anne is indeed a favourer and encou^ 
rager of all heresies V said Sancgraal, with a 
fearful laugh. 

i •• Speak freely, my dear son I Make fuU 
confession of your errors, and offences, and 
doubt not of the king's mercy and the 
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. church's!" said Wolsey, still clinging, with 
the convulsive tenacity of a drowning oian to 
weeds, to the fallacious resource he imagined 
he had yet in store in Roodspere's avowals. 

*' Fear not, lord cardinal, hut that I shall 
speak the truth^ — and to the full!" replied 

, Roodspere, with a solemnity and mournful 

. lingering in his tones that struck like a funeral 
knell upon Wolsey's heart. ** Not in wrath, 
not in malice; hut hecause the hour hath 
come, and the maturity of the will of God, 

, whose merest instrument and servant I have 
heen — and must he — in the overthrow of your 
world-shadowing apostasy ! And, sire, I pray 

. you to listen to me as to a dying man, who 
is not merely desirous, hut resolved, to seal 

. the truth of his testimony with his hlood ! I 
cannot, and I will not, ahjure the truths of 

. Christ, which I have taught, and not the 
opinions of any man — Luther or other I And 
therefore must your laws, though yourself 
willed it not, heing a king who reign hy law, 
condemn me to the doom of fire ! Amen ! 
And now, as I have said, as to the words of a 
dying man, listen, sire, to my plain divulga^ 
tion of the plot formed against the honour and 
success of your royal intended nuptials with 
the Lady Anne, of which it was sought to 

2 Q 2 
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make me the detestable and perjured instru- 
ment!" 

With this preamble, the petrified Cardinal 
was doomed to hear Roodspere openly recite 
the particulars of his proposals to effect the 
disgrace and ruin of Anne Boleyn, by false 
accusations on the points where Henry was 
most furiously susceptible — ^and, in conclusion, 
to hear his intrigue with Rome, by means of 
his fellow legate, denounced ! The proofs of 
the latter revelation, he knew but too well, 
could be found in the baggage of Campeggio. 
Roodspere spoke with a strange pitilessness— 
insensible, it seemed, to the destruction h^ 
dealt, as a weapon in the hands of its wielder— ^ 
relentless as the angel of wrath pouring the 
vials of judgment empty over some condemned 
world ! This circumstance, perhaps, as much 
as his guilt, and consciousness of irresistible 
detection, vanquished the last vestige of cou- 
rage in Wolsey's heart ; and when the king 
turned his terrible countenance on him, and 
inquired, in soul-shaking tonnes, if these words 
were the words of truth, he could only fall on 
his knees, and with uplifted hands, and stream- 
ing eyes, implore " Mercy, mercy !" 

** O, Lord Jesu I was ever man so cheated 
in another as I have been in thisT' groaned 
the king. *' Take thyself hence, old man, or 
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we shall do sacrilege I Ay, hasten with 
what speed thou may est out of our reach — ^into 
thy diocese of York ! — whither we will send 
for thee when we Would have thee answer for 
this monstrous treason ! Pray, therefore, that 
thou never see our face again ! — Master Doc- 
tor, for thee, do hut retract thy blasphemy 
concerning the high mystery of the altar, and 
openly profess thy lady's innocence of all 
share in thy heretic misbeliefs, and thou art 
free and pardoned even now !** 

''And so noble a fidelity shall win ye a 
still warmer favour with my lady marchioness. 
Master Roodspere, — and your grace will sigh 
the longer in vain ! Ay, even Caesar's wife 
—with so faithful a chaplain — may be sus- 
pected still!" breathed in Sancgraal's fiend- 
ishly mocking and exasperating accents. 

** How say you. Master Roodspere I will 
you recant your hideous blasphemy in the 
matter of the Presence ? Answer, as touching 
the Sacrament of the Altar, whether dost thou 
say, that it is the body of Christ, or wilt deny 
it ?" thundered Henry. 

*' I do deny the bread and wine to become 
the body and blood of Christ, in any but a 
spiritual sense!" returned the reformer, in 
calm but energetic accents, as if he were 
graving them in adamant. 
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'' Then mark how thou art confuted eyen 
by Christ's own words, Hoc est corpus meum 1" 
replied Henry. 

" So was Peter a rock, in a spiritual and 
figurative sense only I" returned Roodspere. 

" Ho, by my faith, wilt thou chop school- 
logic with us, too ? Nay, by St. George, we 
debased our royal majesty low enough when 
we banded theology with the butting ram of 
Wittenberg, thy teacher and exemplar, we 
doubt not, in all things," said Henry. ** I 
will not argue it with thee, as if the question 
admitted of a doubt ; but I say, and I swear 
it, by Him who is very God and man in the 
substance, and in no spirituality of bread and 
wine I — unless thou retract this foolish saying, 
though my lady marchioness would pay me 
for thy spared life with an absolute submis- 
sion, thou shalt to the flames for it I" 

"Sir, I am ready, and even now !*' replied 
the reformer, and his look and gesture ex- 
pressed fully as much, 

•* And so is the stake — so are the faggots !" 
came again, in Sancgraal's dreadful tones. 

" They may serve a double turn ! — Good 
friend, remember that sacrilege also is pu- 
nished with the flames !'' said Henry, whose 
exasperation, after wavering equally between 
these two contraries so long, finally enveloped 
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them both. " Why, this exceeds the miracu- 
lous devil-daring of Martin, before the em- 
peror and his kings at Worms ! But we pro- 
mised we would be a gentle judge to thee, 
'Master Roodspere, and so we will I Yet think 
not we will be pleaded out of our resolve, for 
'we will not give time for this news to reach 
her, and thyself to be hardened in thine ob- 
stinacy by knowledge what friend thou hast 
at work on thy behalf I We give thee until 
to-morrow^s dayspring only, to retract or not, 
and will leave those behind us who will see 
the law obeyed if thou continuest in thine 
obstinacy ! Master Cromwel, and Doctor 
Stephen, ye shall be my commissioners for 
the enforcement of the same, with my Lords of 
Suffolk and Norfolk for your assistance, if 
strength be needed. But I trust. Master Rood- 
spere, if you are so firantical as to die in this 
behalf, you will openly, and before all the 
people, avouch your lady's guiltlessness in the 
like !" 

" I purpose, sir, to perish with this book 
in my hand," said Roodspere, raising his Bible 
in an attitude of sublime enthusiasm. ** And 
within this book, I avouch, and will avouch, 
are contained all the beliefs, in matters reli- 
gious, that ever I have known the Lady Anne 
to cherish 1 If this seems a hard and double 
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idl mystery to some, let time be the inter- 
preter I" 

. *' Take him away ! — 'Tis a most pestilent 
fellow, whose mere society is contagions !*' 
said Henry, taming from him in violent irrita- 
tion. **Let as now search this shrine, and 
discover the enormities of the third in this 
devilish trio ! But how is this, cardinal ! — ^you 
have not stirred since we bade yon hence to 
York !" 

''Sire, I would speak but one word with 
the unhappy man who stands here — mj 
destroyer, but whom I have also destroyed! 
O Raphael, my son! — son of my unhappy 
Alice I — make me not thy murtherer, body and 
soul! — for I wot well it is my wickedness 
hath driven ye out of all harbourage of £Edth ! 
Recant, and save both soul and body, my son ! 
Thy wretched father so implores it on his 
knees I" and Wolsey — the mighty, arrogant, 
imperious Wolsey, once — knelt, in the lowliest 
attitude of supplication, at the feet of his 
injured son ! 

** Father, I forgive, and will pray for yon 
when I am, I trust, nearer to Him who 
grants human prayers that should be granted !" 
replied Roodspere, calmly. " Meanwhile, as 
ye shall hear I met my doom, judge whether 
my cause be of Him or not, who alone giveth 
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Strength ! — and hasten thou also out of the 
noonday darkness your superstitions have 
enveloped the cross of redemption withal, nigh 
from the hour of its exaltation on Calvary ! 
And now I have but to forgive these men also, 
whose venomous scandals worked in the heart 
of her who is a seraph of the celestial choir, 
until it snapped its tender strings I — and 
Heaven forgive them, too !" 

•* Wilt thou extend thy gracious pardon to 
ourself next ?" said Henry, with ironical fury. 
*' Make hence, my lord cardinal, I say, and 
get thyself out of sight of this obstinate fel- 
low's tragedy, since he will have it so !" 

** If my lord cardinal trooped it with Cara- 
peius, and delivered his own rede, in Rome, 
'twere best, methinks, my good liege!*' said 
Suffolk, anxious to deal a parting blow at the 
fallen favourite. ** It was never well in 
England when we had cardinals in it I" 

" Duke of Suffolk !" said Wolsey, recover- 
ing for an instant some sparks of his ancient 
pride and revengeful ness, '' I say not that it is 
well — but that thou hast a head on thy shoulders, 
such as is, well thou wottest, thou mayest 
thank a cardinal I But thine ingratitude is as 
it should be also ! Oh ! had I but served my 
God as I have served my king. He would not 
have abandoned me in my old days so utterly ! 
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•—Only remorse and sorrow remain to me of all 
my glorious past!" And relapsing from his 
momentary revival, the discomfited and 
broken-spirited statesman tottered out of the 
Chapter«hoase of Westminster — alone ! 

'* Norfolk," said Henry, after a moment's 
thought, ** send word and warrant to this new 
Earl of Northumberland, that as soon as his 
old master shows himself at York, he do arrest 
and keep him in some strong castle of his own, 
until we can determine what were fittest to be 
done with him !— No friendly keeping that, I 
trow ! And now for this thirdsman ! What 
hast thou resolved upon, sir prior ? Wilt thou 
surrender the keys of the shrine, or must we 
summon skilful trowelmen — ^?We promised 
our lady vengeance on ye of Westminster ! — 
and we will keep as much of our word, certes, 
as we can !" 

•* Will ye also incur the curse of St. Edward, 
which, ye see, how it hath stripped yonder 
manf" said Sancgraal, now fairly and des- 
perately at bay. 

** Ha ! do you threaten us ? A-Becket*s 
days are gone and past for ever, master monk ! 
The people were with ye then, yet they hin- 
dered not the scattering of his brains over the 
altar !" shouted the king. 

"What doth he clutch in his bosom? 
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My life upon it, he holds the key there !" 
exclaimed Crdmwel. 

" Even so, master secretary !*' replied Sanc- 
graal, in tones of fathomless gloom, as he 
drew forth the winch-key of the heeholes in 
the shrine. '* Ye will find nothing in it hut 
the plundered treasures of our manager, Gisle- 
hert, for whose sake only I have withstood 
entreaty thus far ! But to prevent sacrilegious 
violence, come with me, all who will, and 
acknowledge how foully I am helied I" 
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CHAPTEE XXXIX. 

THE MABTTB 

^inis coronat qpta ! 

The prior led the way, as he spoke, into the 
nanow passage between the Chapter-house 
and the Chapel of Henry YII., conducting 
into the church ; and the whole excited audi- 
tory — judge, prisoner, monks, courtiers, and 
yeomen — followed in his steps. He paused 
not until he had reached the high altar — and 
then suddenly making a rush from amidst the 
throng, overthrowing the almoner on his way, 
he succeeded, with the advantage of the sur- 
prise, in reaching the door in the south aisle 
ascending to the Hermitage of St. Wulfin. 
One only, who instantaneously divined his 
dreadful purpose, sprang after him in pursuit, 
and, painfully familiar with the windings of 
the way, Roodspere continued it breathlessly 
into the lofty chamber so lately the scene of his 
captivity. Sancgraal felt that some one was 
close on his flight, through all its stages, and 
he increased it to the frantic velocity of a 
transit in a dream — and still distanced not his 
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pursuer ! The colours in the windows] of the 
galleries they traversed flew past Eoodspere — 
arch after arch — pillar after pillar — ^the ground 
fled beneath his steps : but still the black 
fugitive eluded his grasp ; still his own most 
strained rapidity could but keep panting on 
his traces ! It resembled the never-overtaken 
flight of darkness before the light! — And 
Sancgraal continued to keep his breathless 
start until he had entered the Hermitage— 
until he had reached the verge of the tremen- 
dous chasm of the church below— until he had 
all but cast himself into the shattering abyss 
which it presented — when he felt himself 
seized, and drawn irresistibly back as with the 
strei^gth of many men put in a single arm ! 
It was the strength of Christian charity, in 
the arm of Raphael Roodspere ! " Unhappy 
man ! wouldst thou plunge into eternal bale, 
without an effort to rend thy soul from the 
destroyer's grasp ?" 

*' Is it thou ? — ^Author of all my crimes ! — 
of all my misery ! — Well ; come on the same 
whirlwind to thy paradise !" and throwing him- 
self upon Roodspere, Sancgraal grappled him 
with all his strength, and essayed, with the 
frenzy of hatred and despair, to drag him, thus 
embraced, over the tremendous verge! The 
atruggle became instantaneously a mortal one ! 
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the pangs of the starvation by which it was 
hut too evident she had perished — ^heightened 
the indiscriminate fury of the king to an as 
yet unexampled excess. Themselves indig- 
nant and horrified at the crimes of their prior 
— and of late much disgusted with his violence 
and despotism — ^the monks of Westminster, 
by Henry's command, formally convicted him 
of murder and sacrilege, and the kiiig directed 
that he should be burned alive on the follow- 
ing morning. Yet, by a strange impartiality 
of tyranny of which almost all the rest of his 
terrible reign continued to furnish the most 
wonderful parallels, he decreed that if Raphael 
Roodspere persisted in refusing to make open 
recantation of his errors, he should be burned* 
at the same time, back to back, with his dredd- 
ful enemy ! Perhaps, by adding so ignomin- 
ious and horrible an association to his doom, 
he hoped to subdue the obstinacy of the young 
reformer, or find in it an excuse for the cruelty 
he projected. He made a show of fkvour to 
him by leaving the execution of the sentende 
in the hands of a man who might be supposed 
to have leanings to his safety. But Crom'wel 
was above all things a courtier, and had been 
taken into such sudden and extreme favour by 
the king, that he had more reason to endeavour 
to preserve it than to labour at the preseira*- 

2b2 
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tion of one whose acqaaintance had brought 
him 80 little benefit. Gardiner was also asso- 
ciated with him in his commission, whose 
lancorous hostility agunst Roodspere was not 
sweetened by any such honey, and who ima- 
gined he saw the path to royal favour in coin* 
cidence with that of his malignant sentiments. 
The Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk— the former 
a bigoted Catholic, and the latter a subservieDt 
courtier— were not likely to offer any obstruc* 
tion to the causes tending to Roodspere's de- 
struction. 

NeYertheless, Cromwel displayed on this 
occasion some of the generous and kindly 
qualities that throw a redeeming light over 
the less advantageous features of his unscru- 
pulously ambitious character. He exhausted 
every argument and persuasion — every re- 
source of what he doubtless held to be reason 
even the sarcastic wit, of which he was 
master, to turn Roodspere from his resolution 
of perishing, in support of his . opinions, at 
the stake. He had a ready armoury at hand, 
and among the rest, the fallacy of a constancy 
which would leave him in ignominious juxta- 
position with so monstrous and convicted a 
«iminal as Prior Sancgraal— he did not hesi- 
tate to urge, in the presence of the unhappy 
man himself. But Roodspere accepted, with 
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•mournful resignation, even this dreadful addi- 
tion to a doom in itself the most painful 
and liideous which the flesh of man can be 
subjected to. Cromwel at length desisted, in 
sheer weariness, and hoping that the inter- 
vening hours devoted to meditation and soli- 
tude, and the assistance of Latimer, whom he 
sent for from the city, might have more effect 
than his arguments and entreaties, he desired 
to remove Koodspere to a chamber in the 
monastery for the night. But the reformer 
expressed an earnest wish to be allowed to 
spend the night with his condemned fellow- 
prisoner, in the Hermitage of St. Wulfin, 
where both had hitherto remained, under 
guard of four of the king's yeomen. Crom* 
wel 'assented at last, with great reluctance ; 
but with some hope that the visible horror and 
dismay of the criminal prior, at the prospect 
of his menaced doom, would exercise a salutary 
influence in deterring Roodspere from volun- 
tarily submitting to the same fate. 

From the moment the announcement of his 
doom was made to Sancgraal, he had aban- 
doned himself to a motionless and silent 
desperation. Until then, the efforts of a 
dozen guards, and the strong cords that bound 
all his limbs, had scarcely availed to prevent 
liim from renewing his violent efforts at self- 
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destruction. He strove to dash out his brains 
against the wall — ^he wrenched at his cords till 
ihej cut deep wounds into his flesh ! ' But 
firom the moment when Cromwel — himself 
aghast with horror and indignation, and cover- 
ing him with execrations and reproaches, re- 
lated the horrible condition in which the 
searchers had found the body of Dan Gloria — 
he became apparently stunned and powerless, 
as an ox when the butcher smites with his 
mallet on its brain. Yet, as soon as Cromwel 
had taken a heavy-hearted leave for the night, 
asd the two condemned remained alone with 
their strong guard, and locked in the lofty 
dungeon with them, 'the reformer turned to 
his desperate and stubborn fellow-captive, and 
in mild and pitying accents, entreated him to 
employ what little time remained to either of 
them, with him, in imploring the mercy of 
their Gk)d, and pardon for all offence, through 
the merits and intercession of the sole Me- 
diator, Jesus Christ, who for sinners died. 

" God !— What God have I ? — The cavern- 
ous darkness below, to which, from the days 
of my miserable chUdhood, mine orisons were 
muttered ?-^r the immense silence which thou 
deemest listens throughout the universe ?" 
returned the miserable man, arousing himself, 
•fter a considerable pause, from his stupo*. 
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"The God— if God that be— which hath 
created me thus miserable, shall I mock 
with an unfelt submission ? So admirable 
and express a workmanship, made merely 
to suflfer ! — For wherefore else hath he created 
me? — ^Why gave He me this infinite imagi- 
nation ! — thirst for enjoyment! — boundless de- 
sire for supremacy and power ! fathomless 
longing after love and beauty — since .fd||^jList 
end in a felon's carcass ! Since they nave 
been the fiends that lured me to my doom ! 
And what baseness, what crouching nullity 
of spirit is this in thee, that thou shouldst 
desire to save me, thy bitter, thy remorseless 
enemy ? — I would not have forgiven thee one 
tear that ever Lily- Virgin shed ; and I have 
slain her ! Oh, no tongue can tell, by what 
infinitude of tortures— of racking thoughts— 
of hideous fears — ^I slew her ! — No ! go to thy 
bowers of unfading amaranth ! — thy golden 
sunset rivers of paradise ! — thy crown of eternal 
light ! — and let me depart into the silence of 
my darkness, untroubled by thy words ! — If 
the wages of sin be death ;— death eternal ! — I 
have earned them !" 

" Alas, thou desperate man ! — one of the 
imnumbered holocausts of victims to thy 
direful superstition ! Know ye not who hath 
said: — *I will not the death of a sinner, but 
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rmyier that he repent and lire ? ' '' said Rood- 
spere. 

^' I desire kot to live ! — ^I desire but to be 
what I WAS ere I was what I am !" retnmed 
the prior, gnashing his teeth. ^* Talk not 
your madness to me now, in this gasp of all- 
deTooring time ! — I hare fathomed the d^ths 
of ccmtroTersj, and I know that nothingness 
is the beginning and the end thereof! — Trou- 
ble me no more ! — ^Thon talkest Scripture as 
if it were thy natural speech, and I say : Why 
tormentest thou me before the time ?" 

NcTertheless Roodspere persevered. A 
brother, who had laboured to save a most 
dear brother horn the eternal chastisements 
which he dreaded for this man, his remorse- 
less and insatiable enemy^-could not have 
laboured with more unwearied earnestness in 
winning Sancgraal to consider the awful ex- 
tremities of the position in which he stood. 
For a long time the prior listened in obdurate 
silence, somewhat diversified with smiles of 
scorn and delirious incredulity. But at length 
Roodspere had the satisfaction to discern that 
a few firedrops — ^they could not be called tears 
— strained their way to Sancgraal's burning 
eyelids, and slowly dripped upon his breast. 
He could not remove these signs of emotion 
with his bound hands ; but Roodspere, who 
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was altogether unshackled, gently raised his 
scapulary, and wiped them away. 

'* I know you would not have men deem 
you wept, as lamenting over your doom !*' he 
said. " And our guards do sleep around us, 
wearied in the flesh ! What hinders then but 
we may fulfil the word, and forgiving each 
other our trespasses, look more boldly heaven- 
ward for forgiveness ?" 

'* Master Roodspere! — ^herself said it ; I can- 
not repent of a life in a few brief hours!" 
replied Sancgraal, evidently moved. "But 
this hereafter of which thou speakest to me, 
is but the echo of a word in a babbling cave, 
that returns men their own utterance in many 
tones ! Let me die as I have lived — and do 
thou live to make other men like me impossi- 
ble! — But this believe; I slew not Hunnfc! 
His own madness, being wrought upon, drove 
him on suicide ! — And for the miserable 
woman his wife — Cromwel lies ! — She fed not, 
wolflike, on her own flesh !— She had her 
dagger with her — Bitter Sampson's dagger! 
The rats in the sepulchre made her the grisly 
sight they say she is ! — and had she not had 
her dagger, she swallowed the deepest sleep 
of mandr agora ere she entered the shrine !— I 
listened oft at its marbles, and heard no sound ! 
— It is man's first law to protect himself ! — and 
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the entire church, in my person, was in danger ! 
•—Bat what matters it in what guise we etalk 
over the stage of the momentary existence we 
fill? — As well might the superior powers 
curiously inquire how the day-fly fills up its 
hours of the sun! — ^It obeys the laws of its 
being, and perishes ! — So will, so must I !" 

And yet Roodspere relaxed not from his 
earnest efforts. The use of those few brief 
hours of existence which also were all that re- 
mained to him, appeared to be concentrated in 
the task of awakening his fellow-captive from 
the atheistic dream in which, as in the lethargy 
of opium, the conscience of Prior Sancgraal, 
had taken a deadly repose. For a long time, 
indeed, the prior's fears were evidently alto- 
gether physical. 

" The flames, the flames, the flames ! — ^Why, 
even the dead carcase of Hunne shrunk as it 
were in agony under their lapping tongues !— 
And they shall drink our living blood !-— hiss 
and sparkle in our veins !" he frequently ex- 
claimed. *^ But thou at least hast it in thy 
power to shun horrors so infinite! — I have 
crimes to expiate ! — thou hast none ! — Live, 
Raphael Roodspere, live ! — ^I do not entreat 
thee now, for the reasons that of old, I would 
have had thee to live — when dotard Gislebert 
dreaded for thy life, in the Sanctuary, because 
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I knew that only thine existence could yield 
me the harvest of revenge I sought ! I would 
have thee live to do good to those who are not 
past all redemption, if redemption any there 
be !— I am." 

" Why, what example should I yield, be- 
traying and denying the truth, in dread of the 
tortures that man can inflict ?'' said Roodspere. 
** There is not that thing, of all the few that 
are mine, or have ever been, I value so little as 
the life I shall relinquish ! — And would you 
have me deny the least valuable of my posses* 
sions, to obtain the greatest in the celestial 
gift?" 

Sancgraal burst into a wild shriek, rather 
than peal, of laughter — laughed till the vaulted 
roofs of the church re-echoed to his insane 
mirth — ^until the drowsy guards started up in 
horror and alarm I And then, in a strain of 
diabolic sarcasm and frantic merriment, he 
jeered at every notion of retribution, or even 
of existence, beyond the grave, and with an 
alternate frenzy of scorn and derision, assailed 
the arguments and persuasions with which 
Roodspere endeavoured to stem the torrent of 
blasphemous unbelief. Day came, and found 
them still engaged in this terrible controversy, 
doomsday to both ! But the first grey 
stream of light that penetrated into the Her« 

roL. in. B ;6 
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milage of St. Wulfin seemed to bring a mes* 
sage of the most appalling import to Sancgraal. 
He lost speech, his limbs were slackened with 
terror, and an universal horror came over him ; 
during which all the consolatory and kindly 
expressions of Roodspere were as entirely 
wasted as if he had never spoken. The latter 
resigned himself at last to prayer, which he 
uttered aloud, in some hopes of yet attracting 
the prior's attention, devoting his earnest sup- 
plications much more on behalf of the unhappy 
criminal than on his own. This benign labour 
was interrupted, shortly after the break of day, 
by the entrance of Father Gislebert, accom- 
panied by Nicholas of Cologne, who brought 
with them a chalice of wine and bread. It 
became immediately obvious that the old men 
were permitted to ofifer the last function of their 
church to Sancgraal. Gislebert spoke not; 
but Nicholas, imagining he roused the con- 
demned prior from a slumber, in a faint and 
awestricken tone announced their purpose. 

" Who calls me ? — My name is not Sanc- 
graal ! — It is the Lord Liulph Bigod ! — I was 
cozened and cheated of my name, but I will 
answer to no other ! — So when she shrieks 
' Sancgraal !* I need make no reply !' said 
the prior, starting again from a species of 
stupor. ** Cry you mercy, old fathers !— who 
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are ye ? — Is this the old monk who slew his son 
with a prating speech, to make himself abbot 
of Westminster ?" 

" No, my good lord I^-Alas, Master Crom- 
wel has named Brother Quodvultdeus to the 
office — ^and the brethren dare not resist!" 
replied Nicholas. "Ay, and, sir, he hath 
bidden our treasurer here account for all the 
moneys he hath received since he was our 
official — ^finding no lioard where they expected 
it, in the shrine I Or else they will condemn 
him for a miser and malversator !" 

" Speak out plainly still, old man ! — ^ye need 
not be so careful of my fair fame now ! — and say 
that I spent all ye could save and steal, like a 
very prodigal, abroad !'' said Sancgraal, with 
a dismal laugh. ** But what manner of break- 
fast is this ye have brought me ? — Hast thou 
for once been merciful, old Gislebert, and 
bringst me truly salvation in the cup V* He 
uttered the words with wild eagerness ; but 
Gislebert shrunk away, as he replied, *^ Nay, 
son, crown not thine offences even by the wish 
for so enormous an escape from thy punish- 
ment ! — I come to yield thee the church'f 
rites, and to prepare thee for the doom that 
full certainly await thee, grievous sinner that 
thou art!" 

" I am but what you have made me, fa- 
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iher! — since so you style yourself!" said 
Sancfpraal. ''Well!— at least I may thank 
yon, thus, that I was not a fratricide when the 
Lord Bigod perished under my malediction ! — 
For the rest, thou seest ! — I am, I tell thee, 
what thou hast made me! — ^The punishment 
light on thy head ! — What other harvest, 
prithee, should nightshade yield but its own 
poison- berries ? — Such acids as were poured 
into my soul would have curdled the milkiest 
nature ! — ^I might have been — ^but what boots 
it now to conjecture ? — Thou hast made me 
what I am — ^rejoice in thy work ! — But I will 
not touch of these false panaceas : they bear 
no healing on their wings ! — If I listen to 
man's promises again, it shall be to this good 
Origen's, who believes the derils also may be 
saved !— That is heresy with thee I know !— 
Saving doctrine with me ! — Master Roodspere, 
I cannot play the good thiefs part, for I 
cannot believe ! — But yet teach me of thy 
doctrine of the sacrament, and mayhap I may 
espy a reasonableness in it, and take a faith 
which the madness of our dogmas overthrew 
in my heart !" 

Gislebert remained in a manner petrified 
with horror and grief, at what he doubtless 
considered a crowning act of criminality, 
while Roodspere, in the most impassioned and 
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earnest manner, expounded the reformed doc- 
trine of the sacrament. And finally, whether 
Sancgraal were moved by his arguments, or 
desired only to show more emphatically his 
hatred of the formulas whose trammels had 
deprived his powerful spirit of all free and 
natural exercise, he expressed a desire to par- 
take of the elements, with his new teacher, in 
the simplicity of the reformed observance. 
Roodspere consented, after earnestly impress- 
ing upon him the necessity of making it a 
sacrament of penance and reconciliation, by a 
spiritual instead of a physical oblation; and 
the two prisoners were engaged in the extra- 
ordinary rite when Cromwel arrived, with an 
unexpected reinforcement. Cranmer, Latimer, 
and Ridley, entered with him ! Cranmer had 
arrived post from Grafton, where he had 
now been domiciled some time, obscure tidings 
of Roodspere's premature trial having ar- 
rived there ; Latimer had frequently sought to 
commune with the prisoner, but had always 
hitherto been denied access by the monastic 
authorities — and Ridley the same, who had 
arrived in London some days previously on 
the like errand of friendship. 

A more fearful struggle than any he had yet 
passed through now awaited Roodspere. He 
had to withstand the prayers and entreatief 

2 8 2 
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and persuasions of the men whose wisdom and 
yirtue he valued most in the world, to induce 
him to change his resolution. He had to with- 
stand the tears— the affectionate implorings of 
Cranmer — who even assured him that to yield 
would be productive of the greatest advan- 
tage to their cause, and dissipate the suspi- 
cions that would else continue attached to their 
patroness. Roodspere found a motive for his 
heroic persistance even on her account, having 
satisfied himself by inquiries that Anne Boleyn 
resolutely adhered in the line of honourable 
policy he had chalked out for her. He then 
firmly and unalterably announced his determi- 
nation to perish in maintenance of the truths 
he had divulged. *' I cannot— I will not 
tergiversate therein, could the sole earthly 
good I had be restored to me ! — * For if the 
trumpet,' O, father Craniner, 'give an un- 
certain sound, who shall prepare himself for 
the battle ? — ^My treasure is in heaven ; let 
me go thither and rejoin it! — Remember 
Bilney*8 sufferings ! — What were the doom of 
bodily anguish compared with them ?" 

And from this settled, this unalterable re- 
solution, no argument^ no entreaty could 
induce him to swerve. In vain did Cromwel 
urge every persuasion that seemed likely to 
prevail with a young man, who had but 
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encountered the first rebuff of the tides of 
existence. The prospects of ambition — the 
grief of Woisey — the joy of the malignant 
Gardiner— all was in vain; and the latter, 
entering with the Dukes of Norfolk and 
Suffolk, put a decisive period on the fruitless 
labour. Gardiner brought a formal sentence 
on the two prisoners, signed by the king, 
with reservation of the power of recantation 
to Roodspere — which he now finally and un- 
shakenly refused. 

Nothing remained but to execute the ter- 
rible sentences, and both prisoners were 
ordered to accompany the commissioners to 
the Place of the Ordeal, where a stake was 
erected. Both declined partaking of any food. 
It was remarkable that Gardiner had become 
one of the bitterest and most relentless of 
Sancgraal's maltreaters. Cromwel had ceased 
from his upbraidings, but Gardiner appeared 
as if he could not heap sufficient contumely on 
the head of his quondam associate and ally. 
He reviled him as a wretch whose crimes would 
bring the church into universal contempt and 
disrepute, and complete the ruin of the mo- 
nastic orders he had affected to support ! 
And Sancgraal's spirit revived to confront the 
insults of a man whom his fiercer and loftier 
nature had ever despised, and whom he now 
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follow in the train. Gislebert revived from 
his mummy-like fixity of horror and anguish, 
to advance towards his miserable son, and 
entreat him not to shame their cause utterly-— 
and admit the allegations of his calumniating 
destroyers— before the people, by this display 
of pusillanimity.—" Devil !— devilish old man ! 
thou hast deprived me even of my noble blood, 
for whose sake at least I might have perished 
valiantly ! — But, nay, Gislebert ! — dear father, 
if I am thy son ! — ask them for a little more 
time! — I tell thee, I hear her singing the 
Gloria throughout the whole chnrch '.—There 
is not a stone, not a pillar, not a fretted 
pinnacle, but vibrates with it — even as she 
sung it when she returned from Italy I — I 
cannot die with this noise of a myriad lin- 
nets in mine ears !— Tell them I would yet 
confess and take absolution from thy hands ! — 
Thou say est our church can bind and loosen 
at her will : loosen me or ere I perish 
utterly 1" 

Gislebert, with wo-begone joyfulness, signi- 
fied this desire of the condemned monk to 
the Duke of Norfolk; who, not unmindful 
that Sancgraal had been his confessor, would 
perhaps rather have denied the indulgence. 
But it could not very decently be refused ; and 
Gislebert retired, supporting the tottering per-* 
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8on of his son, to the extremity of the vast 
ark of the Hermitage. Roodspere was grieved 
at the delay and its cause almost alike — ^this 
relapse into confidence in superstitious for- 
mulas, and neglect of the true means, as he 
deemed them, of redemption. And besides 
it afforded a space for his friends to renew 
their entreaties — Cranmer at least! Latimer 
had ceased to urge any save with his mournful 
looks ; and, from the first, Ridley's kindred 
spirit had divined the unalterable nature of 
the resolve formed in his young teacher and 
master's purposes. Cromwel also mingled not 
in the argument, keepmg his eye fixed uneasily 
on the remote prisoner. Whatever passed 
between Gislebert and his unhappy pupil was 
never clearly known ; but after a considerable, 
and apparently vehement and contending though 
whispered dialogue, the watchful secretary 
perceived Gislebert proceed, quaking in every 
limb, and take a phial of some dark liquid 
from a shelf over Sancgraal's furnace. He 
beckoned to Father Nicholas, at the same time, 
to bring him the chalice ; but Cromwel's alert- 
ness disconcerted the manoeuvre. *' Nay, good 
father I — we know my lord prior is well 
skilled in hellebores ; but he must not use 
them now to cheat us of the only reparation 
he can yield the deluded people, and hia 
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victim ! — If he cannot walk, tell him we will 
have him carried to the place — where also 
Hunne was carried !" 

This last hope destroyed, the courage of 
desperation returned to Prior Sancgraal — and 
once more the procession was marshalled, and 
now descended without further interruption 
into the church. But Sancgraal's horror and 
agitation, as he approached the scene of his 
greatest crime, excited the pity even of his 
most obdurate enemies. Roodspere compas- 
sionately offered his support, in the manner he 
thought likely to be least offensive. *' Let the 
people see we die in Christian charity together!" 
he said, giving his arm, and he found he had 
speedily to bear almost the entire weight of 
the nerveless frame that convulsively clutched 
at the offered assistance. But Roodspere also 
was nigh deprived of his firmness by the 
shock of an unforeseen spectacle that awaited 
them as soon as they entered the transept. 
Cromwel had determined to make every possi- 
ble use of the opportunity to bring the monks 
into popular odium, and the body of Dan 
Gloria — a sight of unutterable horror ! — lay 
on a bier before the shrine, exposed to the 
gaze of the multitudes who thronged from 
all parts to behold it. The procession had 
to pass this terrible object — ^a mass of gory 
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pulp and corruption, scarcely decently veiled* 
by the remaining tatters of the scarlet robe of 
a chorister ! 

Nevertheless, and to the general surprise, 
this awful spectacle appeared rather to revive 
Sancgraal's courage than to complete his db- 
may. To Roodspere's amazement, he even 
paused as they passed the dreadful relics, and 
gazed over them with an eye almost of curio- 
sity, and inquiry. " Ay, this b death !" he 
heard him mutter. ** A rotten reed upon an 
eternal shore of silence ! — Oh, and for such a 
possession as that have I lost all! — ruined 
all! — For, look around, Sancgraal! — ^behold 
yonder the broken and desecrated shrine of St. 
Edward ! — From this hour, I wot well and pro- 
phesy, all these glories shall pass away, and 
this gorgeous temple become only a mighty 
sepulchre !" 

" Let it become so ! — Let the living hearts 
of men become the temples of the Most High ! 
^I also can prophesy, and say, that the hour 
is at hand I — Master Cromwel, I pray you let 
these mangled relics have decent and speedy 
earth thrown over them ! — This Dan Gloria 
was once your friend — as she was also mine !" 
said Roodspere. 

" I will have a care, and the speedier for 
your reminding. Master Roodspere !" said 
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Cromwdl. '^ Mj lord abbot ! is all <3ie gear te 
readioesfi ?" 

*^ Y^^9 noble master 4Becretary, but I fear mt 
the peoj^e will be £or rendiag our kute brother 
and prior to pieces !" replied the meek and 
butter-lipped aoeemts of the newly-exalted 
almoaer, Quodvultdeus. 

It seemed as if ihe sight and words of* this 
man, his superceder, but whom he despised so* 
infinitely, restored all tiie passion and pride of 
Sancgraal's nature to their aseendaney. The 
new abbot shrunk back in his robes, from tho 
tremendous expression of his countenance 1 
The fury^ the despak, the disdain, the defiance 
of the leader of the celestial revolt, were in 
it ; while in accents jaggied, broken, impetuous 
as thunder cleaving its way through a dense 
cloud, Sancgraal shouted, ''Let them rend 
me l-^sinoe such a slave as thou art wears the 
mitre of Westminster^ no marvel dogs have 
become wolves !" 

" I wUl teach them they shall as little chettt 
the law now, as henceforth, since my new 
Lord Abbot hath cheerfully abandoned the 
right of sanctuary ! '' returned Cromwel, 
making a gesture to the yeomen to gather 
more closely round the prisonere. The whole 
group then passed out of the thurch into the 
great cemetery before the north frcmt of the 

TOL. zii. 2 X 
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Abbey. An immense concourse crowded it — 
formed in nearly three equal proportions of 
the Sanctuary rabble, citizens of London, and 
inhabitants of the neighbouring palace. The 
first-mentioned of these masses, understanding 
that their privileges were forfeit through the 
crimes of the prior, and thoroughly recovered 
from* the panic-superstition of the Sweating 
Sickness, received him with a storm of yells 
and execrations that might have dismayed the 
most innocent and courageous of victims. 
Sancg^aal only smiled. '' They hooted Hunne's 
carcass the same, the hell-pack !" he observed, 
contemptuously. Roodspere's numerous par- 
tizans among the citizens of London received 
him with murmurs of mournful and respectful 
sympathy. The courtiers held a marked 
neutrality. 

Everything was in readiness. The new. 
Abbot was desirous to show how serviceable 
and obedient he could be. A stout tree, 
stripped of its bark and branches, and notched 
like a bear-pole, with standing places for the 
sufferers' feet a little above the ground, was 
erected in the Place of the Ordeal. It was 
surrounded by faggots dipped in pitch, and a 
massive chain inserted in staples in the stake 
awaited to clasp the victims to their torment. 
The uproar had meanwhile subsided, and the 



THE DAYS OT THK BEFOBKATIOIT. 48S 

multitude were hushed in eager expectation of 
catching any words that might fall from either 
of the condemned. The final word of an ex- 
istence is sometimes the key and explanation 
of its entire mystery — always, of solemnity 
and awful stress in the recollection of survi- 
Tors, though perchance of no other significance 
and importance but that it was the last of so 
wonderful a thing as the meanest of rational 
existences is ! — But if the populace expected 
a speech from either of the condemned, they 
were mistaken. " I will say nothing that 
might prove to the prejudice of my lady and 
mistress — charging you only, father, to deliver 
to her the word I gave you, and to witness to 
her that I met my end as one who knew that 
he perished for the truth!" said Roodspere, 
in a low tone to Cranmer. *• I would only 
that Bilney were here to see it also — ^but your 
report may do as well, and spare him some 
pain ! — And now, my fellow in this bitter pass ! 
— I do beseech of you to take your sufferings 
patiently, and to hope they may be accepted in 
expiation of your wrongdoing, as also I hope 
mine shall ! — Sir, you shall have the advantage 
of the wind, for it blows from this quarter, and 
will put you to the worse pains! — Master 
Mug wort, give me the caster look, if it be in 
your bestowal !" 
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The little jailer w&9 in attendance with 
Smiling WiUie, impreaaed into tbe service 
by Cromwera erdera, and hia own willingness 
to help rid the world of Prior Sancgraal. Bat 
Seodapere's worda overcame him, and ho 
sobbed forth, "But, Sir, I pray you, have 
mercy on yooraelf, and put ua not to the 
assay 1" 

" Ay, but, maater, let ua bum the Devil, 
and be rid of all the trouble he bringa on us 
for aye!" said Smiling Willie, pointing at 
the prior. 

Cranmer*8 suffocating sobs and renewed 
entreaties again aaaailed the young martyr's 
courage. ** My son, ye die on a point which 
is yet open and moot among ua all ! — ^Your 
. resolve may be but an obstinacy in aelf-judg- 
ment too nigh akin to theae new men who, 
in Germany, set themaelvea up each to be in 
hia proper peraon an abaolute church I'' 

" Nay, father, for thou also wilt live to say : 
* This is the atone which waa set at nought of 
you buildera, which is become the head of the 
corner V " returned the young but inspired re- 
ligionist. "And would you have me turn 
back now that I am in sight of the celestial 
city of the recompense, at whose gates of 
eternal bliss my Lily awaits to welcome me ?— 
Remember what he is who hath said : * Be thou 
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faithful unto death, and I will give thee a 
erown of life !' '* With these Words, Roodspere 
embraced his three friends in succession- 
took an earnest and very kindly farewell of 
Cromwel, whose forgiveness he asked for any 
offence he might have caused hitn in the course 
of their acquaintance — ^shook hands with the 
son-in-law of Marohant Hunne^ and a few 
others of his followers who also ventured on 
so public a mark of adhesion-^waved his hand 
in eternal and benignant farewell to Sancgraal, 
and himself ascended unfalteringly the piles 
of crooked billets to the destined niche — him- 
self drew the chain round his girdle, and flung 
the links to Mugwort^ whose office it should 
have been. But it was speedily found that 
Sancgraal was not prepared to imitate this 
heroic example. Nay, when the decisive 
moment came, and he was commanded to take 
his place at the stake, he suddenly made a 
Violent rush, like a baited bull, into tho crowds 
shrieking in despairing accents *' Sanctuary I 
Sanctuary!" But the Sanctuary men them- 
selves assisted in his recapture, and with the 
violence and brutality to be expected from such 
a populace, forced him back to the scene of 
punishment, and assisted in securing him to 
the stake. As soon as this service was effected, 
Cromwel himself lighted a torch, and ap- 
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proacbed oh the side where Roodspere was fas- 
tened. He raised it, and with extreme 
agitation -both in his look and accent, intreated 
Roodspere to utter but the words " 1 recant," 
and to descend from his horrible eminence, to 
life and safety I " Nay, sir ! for even now I 
behold the gates of paradise open to receive 
me, and one beckon me who I know will 
gladly welcome me I — I recommend my spirit 
to him who gave it, and desire no further dis- 
course with any in the flesh I" 

" Fire the pile who will — I cannot !" said 
Cromwel, throwing the lighted torch away. 
But Smiling Willie had no such scruples, and 
seizing the instrument exclaimed, '' Let us 
burn the Devil !*' and set fire to the faggots 
beneath Sancgraal's feet. The pitch lighted in 
all directions, and in a moment a black cloud 
arose and enveloped both sufferers. A torrent 
of flames succeeded, rolling in an eddying and 
roaring whirl to the summit of the stake — and 
from the midst of the flames two voices came, 
uttering simultaneously, the words : *' God ! — 
destroy me utterly !" " God ! multiply thy 
mercies on all mankind, and Let Thy King- 
dom Come I" 

THE END. 
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